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T    O 


Sir  RICHARD  STEELE. 


H I L  E  the  World  was  under 
the  daily  Correftion  and 
Authority  of  your  Lucubra- 
tions ^  their  Influence  on  the 
Publick  was  not  more  vifi- 
ble  in  any  one  Inftance^,  than  the  fudden 
Improvement  (I  might  fay  Reformation) 
of  the  Stage,  that  immediately  followed 
them  :  From  whence  it  is  now  apparent, 
that  many  Papers,  f which  the  Grave  and 
Severe  then  thought  were  thrown  avvay 
upon  that  Subject  j  were,  in  your  fpeaking 
to  the  Theatre^  ftill  advancing  the  fame 
Work,  and  inftruding  the  famxe  World  in 
Miniature ;  to  the  end,  that  whenever  you 
thought  fit  to  be  filent,  the  Stage,  as  you 
had  amended  it,  might,  by  a  kind  of  fub- 
ftituted  Power,  continue  to  Pofterity,  your 
peculiar  manner  of  making  the  Inanrover 
ment  of  their  Minds  their  publick  Diver- 
fion, 

A  3  Nothing 
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Nothing  but  a  Genius  fo  univcrfally  re- 
vered could,  with  luch  Candor  and  Pene- 
tration,  have  pointed  out  its  Faults  and 
Mifconduct ;  and  fo  etFedually  have  re- 
deemed it  Ules  and  Excellence  from  Preju- 
dice and  Dif-tavour.  How  often  have  we 
known  the  mofr  elegant  Audiences  drawn 
together  at  a  Day's  Warping,  by  the  Influ- 
ence or  Warrant  of  a  lingle  Tatlcr^  in  a 
Seafpn,  when  our  beft  Endeavours  withogt 
it,  could  not  defray  the  Charge  of  the  Per- 
formance ?  This  powerful  and  innocent 
Artifice  foon  recovered  us  intoFafhion,  and 
Ipirited  us  up,  to  think  fuch  new  Favour  of 
our  Auditors  worthy  of  our  utmoft  Indu< 
ftry ;  and  'tis  to  that  Induftry  io  inftrudled, 
the  Stage  now  owes  its  Reputation  aiid 
Profperity  :  And  therefore,  as  I  have  heard 
you  fay,  (which  ^  hope  will  juftify  my  re^ 
peating  it)  viz.  To  talk  of  fuppreffing  the 
Stage;»becaufetheLicentioufneis,lgnorance 
or  Poverty  of  its  former  Profeflors  may 
have  abused  the  proper  Ends  of  it  Inftitii- 
tion,  were,  in  Morality,  as  abi'qrd  a  Vio- 
lence, as  it  would  be  in  Religion  to  lilence 
the  Pulpit,  becaufe  Sedition  orTieafonhas 
been  preach'd  there :    And  tho'  for  the 

fame 
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fame  Reafon  our  ancient  Legiflature  may 
have  been  juftly  provok-d  to  mention  fuch 
Adors  in  Terms  of  Ignominy,  yet  that 
ought  no  more  to  be  a  Reproach  to  his  Ma- 
jefty's  prefent  Company  of  Comedians, 
than  it  is  to  the  Patriots  of  old  ~Rome^  that 
tlieir  firfl:  Founders  were  Robbers  and  Out- 
laws. 

After  fuch  Benefits  received,  what  lefs 
return  could  the  Gratitude  and  Intereft  of 
the  Adors  think  of,  than  to  intreat  you  to 
join  in  their  Petition  to  the  Crown,  to  fet 
you  at  their  Head,  that  you  might  as  juft^ 
ly  partake  of  the  Profits,  as  the  Praife  and 
Merit  of  Supporting  them  ?  How  much 
you  have  done  for  us  was  vifible  to  all  the 
World,  what  Senfe  we  have  of  it  is  yet 
known  to  few ;  1  therefore  take  thisOcca- 
lion  to  make  our  Acknowledgments,  if 
poffible,  as  publick  as  our  Obligations. 

The  good  you  have  done  Mankind  gives 
every  fenfible  Heart  a  double  Delight; 
that  of  the  Benefit  it  felf,  and  the  Pleafure 
Qf  thanking  you  :  And  yet,  if  we  condder 
the  World,  as  one  Perfon^  we  cannot  but 
fay  it  has  been  ungrateful  to  you  :  Had 
fiihlkk  Spirit:  been  the  Meafure  of  "Putlich 

A  4  Bountj^^ 
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Bounty  J  it  had  been  no  Court-Secret,  how 
you  had  lb  tuddgnly  ran  into  an  Affluence 
of  Fortune  ;  every  Peafant  might  have  ac- 
counted for  that,  tho'  the  Speculations  of  a 
Gentleman  may  be  puzzled  at  the  contrary. 
But  when  a  frivate  Man,  in  the  Service  of 
his  Country,  exerts  a  Genius  and  Courage 
that  would  better  become  his  Suj)enors^  we 
are  not  to  wonder,  if  (m  Right  of  their 
Precedence^  Negled:  or  Envy  fhould   re- 
primand his  Forwardnefs  into  Manners  and 
Modefty ;  he  is  to  be  talked  to  in  another 
Stile  than  he  thinks  of^    and  is  to  know, 
the  Dignity  of  Office  is  fo  Sacred  in  its 
Nature,  that  it  is  a  fort  of  Infolence  for  a 
Man  to  be  wife,  before  he  comes  into  it ; 
That  great  Anions  are  not  to  thruft  them- 
lelves  intopublick  Service  withoutOrder  or 
Diredion;  They  ought  properly,  and  only 
to  come  from  the  Hands  ot  High  Birth  or 
Station,and  the  Honour  of  our  national  Spi- 
rit is  not  to  be  fullied^  by  qwing  its  great- 
eft  Inftances  to  the  ignoble  Head  or  Heart 
of  a  Commoner :  \^ould  not  one  think. 
Sir,  fronqi  your  Situation  in  the  World,  all 
this  had  been  faid  to  you  ?    But  ib  it  is, 
when  a  Man's  Services  are  too  eminent  for 
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his  Station.5  that  Eminence  is  generally  his 
Reward ;  he  then  ftands  the  publick  Gaze  of 
Paffengers,  like  a  Mountain  in  a  Meadow, 
defertedj  foor^  and  thirfly^  while  the  Lands 
below  him  are  water'd  into  Fatnefs  and 
Tlentjf.  Had  it  been  your  humble  Choice  to 
have  lain  in  the  common  Level  of  Merit, 
your  Crop  had,  of  Courfe,  been  as  full  as 
your  Neighbours,  But  if  you  think  the 
World  is  to  go  out  of  its  Road  for  you, 
you  will  be  told,  no  Body  can  help  your 
being  in  the  Wrong ;  you  have  had  Ex- 
amples enough  before  you,  that  might 
have  warn'd  you  into  wiler  Obfervations. 
Did  not  the  celebrated  Author  of  Hudi^ 
bras  bring  the  King's  Enemies  into  a  lower 
Contempt  with  the  Sharpnefs  of  hrs  Wit, 
than  all  the  Terrors  of  his  Adminiftration 
could  reduce  them  to  ?  Was  not  his  Book 
always  in  the  Pocket  of  his  Prince  ?  And 
what  did  the  mighty  Proweis  of  this 
Knight-Errant  amount  to  ?  Why  —  he 
died  with  the  higheft  Efteem  of  the  Court 
—  in  a  Garret.  Might  not  the  Corruption 
of  thofe  Times  have  farther  informed  you 
too,  that  tho'  a  Man  had  all  the  Spirit  and 
'"-apacity  of  an  ancient  Roman  for  the  Ser- 
vice 
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vice  of  his  Country ;  yet  if  he  would  not 
enflave  thofe  Talents  to  the  Will  and  Do- 
minion of  fonie  great  Leader  in  the  State, 
if  he  would  not  privately  lift  in  his  Troop, 
and  implicitly  obeyOrderS;,he  was  treated 
at  beft  as  a  Mutineer,  and  came  off  well,  if 
he  was  only  cafhier'd,  and  made  incapable 
of  future  Preferment.  Such,  Sir,  was  then 
the  Language  and  Practice  of  the  World  ; 
and  how  much  ioever  it  may  be  mended 
now,  it  gives  but  a  melancholy  Reflcdion 
to  know,  that  while  in  the  late  Reign  you 
were  warmly  fupporting  our  ftaggering 
Hopes  of  the  Proteftant  SuccelTion,  the 
Enemies  of  it,  tlien  in  Power,  were  fubtle 
enough  to  offer  you  a  Security  of  Fortune 
onJy  to  htftlent  —  An  uncomfortable  Ac- 
count —  that  even  the  Forbearance  of  a 
Virtue  fliould  be  worth  more  than  the 
Uje  of  it. 

But  I  am  not  to  forget,  there  has  been  a 
Circumrtance  in  your  Merit  too,  that  could 
have  happened  to  no  Man  but  your  Self : 
To  fay  you  had  hazarded  your  Life,  or 
Fortune,  for  the  Service  of  your  Country, 
were  but  to  allow^  you  Praiie  in  common 
withThoufands,  that  have  done  the  fame : 

But 
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But  when  we  confider  how  Amiable  a 
Fame  you  (acrilic'd  to  its  Interefts^  it 
would  be  barbarous  not  to  inquire  into 
the  Value  of  it :  How  long^  and  happily 
did  Old  Ifacic  triumph  in  the  univerial 
Love,  and  Favour  of  his  Readers  ?  The 
Grave,  the  Chearful,  the  Wife,  the  Wit- 
ty, Old,  Young,  Rich  and  Poor,  all  Sorts^, 
though  never  lb  oppoiite  in  Charadter, 
whether  Beaux  or  Billiops,  Rakes  or 
Men  of  Bufinefs,  Coquets  or  Statefmen^ 
Whigs  or  Tories,  All  were  equally  his 
Friends,  and  thought  their  Tea  in  a 
'  Morning  had  not  its  Tafte  without  him  : 
Thus,  while  you  appeared  the  Agreeable 
iPhilxifoJ^herQaly^  Mankind  by  a  general 
Affent  .came  into  your  Applaufe^  and 
Service  :  And  yet,  how  in  a  Moment  was 
this  calm ,  and  unrivalFd  Enjoyment 
blown  into  the  Air,  when  the  Apprehen- 
lion  of  your  Country's  being  in  a  Flame 
called  upon  you  to  refign  it,  by  employ- 
ing the  fame  Spirit  of  Conviftion,  in  the 
reitlefs  Office  of  a  Tatriot  ?  For  no  fooner 
did  you  rife  the  Champion  of  our  intuit- 
ed Cpnftitution,  than  one  Flalf  of  the 
^tiqn  (that  had  juft  before  allowed  you 

'the 
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the  proper  Cmjor  of  our  Morals)  in  an  In- 
ftant  deny'd  you  to  have  had  either  JVit^ 
Senfe  or  Genius;  the  Column  they  had 
been  two  Years  jointly  railing  to  your 
Reputation^  was  then^  in  as  few  Days, 
thrown  down  by  the  implacable  Hands 
that  raised  it.  But  when  they  found  no 
Attacks  of  Prejudice  could  deface  the  real 
Beauty  of  your  Writings,  and  that  they 
ftill  recovered  from  the  Blow^  their  Ma- 
lice then  indeed  was  driven  to  its  laft 
Hold,  of  giving  the  Chief  Merit  of  them 
to  another  great  Author,  who  they  al- 
lowed had  never  fo  audacioufly  provok'd 
them  :  This  was  indeed  turning  your  own 
Cannon  upon  you,  and  making  ufe  of 
your  private  Vertue  to  depreciate  your. 
Charadler ;  for  had  not  the  difFufive  Be- 
nevolence of  your  Heart  thought  even 
Fame  too  great  a  Good  to  be  poffefs'd  a^ 
lone  J  you  would  never  ("as  you  confefs'd  in 
the  Treface  to  thofe  Works)  have  taken 
your  neareft  Friend  into  a  Share  of  it:  A 
Man  of  Modern  Prudence  would  have 
confider'd  a  Fame  fo  peculiar ^  as  a  Miftrefs, 
whom  his  Services  only  had  defer ved; 
and    would  have  maturely  deliberated, 

be 
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before  he  trufted  her  Conftancy  in  pri- 
vate;, with  thedeareft  Friend  upon  Earth: 
Your  Enemies  therefore  thus  knowing 
that  your  own  Confent  had  partly  jufti- 
fy'd  their  InlinuationS;>  faved  a  great  deal 
of  their  Malice  from  being  ridiculous, 
and  fairly  left  you  to  apply  to  fuch  your 
lingular  Gondudt^,  what  Mark  Antony  fays 
of  O^avius  in  the  Play — 

Fool  that  I  "was  I  u^m  my  E^a^es  Wings 
I  bore  tbisWren^  ^ttUl'was  tird  'with  foaringj 
And  now y  he  mounts  abovs  me —       Dryd* 

Nothing  is  more  common  among  the 
prudent  Men  of  this  World;,  than  their 
Admiration  that  you  will  not  (with  all 
your  Talents)  be  guided  to  the  proper 
Steps  of  making  your  Fortune :  as  if  that 
were  the  non  ultra  of  Happinefs :  Can 
they  fuppofe  that  Flattery^  Deceit  and 
Treachery,  or  the  perpetual  Surrender 
of  our  Reafon,  Will,  and  Freedom  to  the 
Convenience,  and  Paffions  of  others, 
with  a  Train  ot  the  like  abjeft  Servilities, 
if  your  Spirit  could  ftoop  to  them,  are 
lot  as  foon  attained  to,  as  their  contrary 

Ver- 
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Vertues?  And  that  confequently  it  is 
much  eafier  to  mah  a  Fortune,  than  to 
dejerve  One  ?  Such  Men  can  never  know 
how  much  the  ConfciousTranfport  of  hav- 
ing done  their  Duty^is  preferable  to  all  the 
mean^  unweildy  Pomp  of  arrogant,  and 
unmerited  Profperity-—  But  let  them  hug 
themfelves,  and  count  their  Happinefs 
by  their  Sums  of  Gold ;  yours  is  to  know, 
the  Service  you  have  done  your  Country 
has  ccnrributed  to  their  being  lecure  in 
the  Pofieffion  of  it,  and  that  fuch  (how- 
ever unfafliionable  AdicnsJ  are  (like  their 
Gold)  intrinlically  valuable  only  for  their 
Weight,  which  can  neither  rife  or  fall 
from  the  Stamp  of  Favour,  or  Difcou- 
ragement.  And  that  thefe  Men  may  not 
luppofe,  you  did  not,  as  well  as  the  VVi- 
feit  of  them,  forefee  this  Barren  Confe- 
quence  of  your  Endeavours,  I  Ihall  beg 
Leave  to  quote  a  prophetick  Inftance  to 
the  contrary,  which  you  publilh'd  in  NS 
11.  of  a  Paper,  calFd  The  Reader ^  in  the 
Year  1714.. 

*  There  was  a  certain  Husbandman,  in  a  cer- 
'  tain  Kingdom,  who  Hv'd  in  a  certain  Place, 
'  under  a  certain  Hill,  near  a  certain  Bridge: 

'  This 
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This  poor  Man  was  a  little  of  a  Scholar,  and 
given  to  Country  Learning:  fuch  as  Aftrolo- 
gical  Predidions  of  the  Weather,  and  the 
like.  One  Night  in  One  of  hisMufmgs  about 
the  Houfe,  he  faw  a  Party  of  Soldiers  belong- 
ing to  a  Prince,  m  Enmity  with  his  own, 
coming  towards  the  Bridge :  he  immediately 
ran,  and  drew  up  that  Part  which  is  called 
the  Draw-Brirlgey  and  calling  all  his  Family, 
and  getting  his  Cattel  together,  he  put  his 
Plough,  behind  that  his  Stools,  and  his  Chairs 
behind  them,  and  by  this  Means  flopped  the 
March  'till  it  was  Day-tight,  when  all  the 
Neighbouring  Lords  and  Gentlemen  faw  the 
Enemy  as  v)ell  as  he.  They  crowded  on  with 
great  Gallantry  to  oppofe  the  Foe,  and  in 
their  Zeal  and  Hurry,  throwing  our  Hus- 
bandman Over-bridge,  and  his  Goods  after 
him,  effedually  kept  out  the  Livaders.  This 
Accident,  fays  my  Author,  was  the  Safety  of 
that  Kingdom ;  yet  no  one  ought  to  be  dif- 
comfited  from  the  publick  Service  for  what 
happen  d  to  this  Ruftick;  for  tho'  he  was  neg- 
leded  at  the  prefent,  and  every  Man  faid  he 
wais  an  honefl  Fellow,  that  he  was  no  one's 
Enemy  but  his  own,  and  that  no  Body  faid  he 
was  every  one's  Friend  but  his  own,  the  Man 
had  ever  after  the  Liberty,  that  he,  and  no 
other  but  he,  and  his  Family,  Jhould  leg  on  that 
Bridge  in  all  Times  following. 

Had  you  not  publiftied  this  Fredidi- 
on  fo  many  Years  ago^  the  Art^  or  Ma- 
lice 
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lice  of  Men  might  have  infinuated,  that 
the  Hope  of  fome  farther  Reward^  than 
that  of  the  Action  it  felf,  had  been  the 
Motive  to  your  Zeal,  for  the  then  en^ 
danger'd  Proteftant  Succeffion. 

But  alas  /  I  fear  lam  running  into 
the  fame  publick-fpirited  Raftinefs,  it 
being  impoflible  to  Ipeak  Truth  of  you^ 
without  giving  Shame  to  other?,  who 
may  not  perhaps  have  your  Talent  of 
eafily  forgiving,  whatever  is  Honeft  in 
its  Intention:  1  (hall therefore  beg  Leave 
to  fubfcribe  my  leif,    S  I  R, 

Tour  moB  devoted 

Sept,  the  19/5* 

humble  Servant j 

Colley  Gibber, 
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\l^^tl0'^'6t  Monfieur  Corneilh 
'Cfrom: whence  the  following 
Scenes  arc  drawn}  has  made 
fuch  an  Eclat  on  ail  the  The- 
atres; of  Europe^  that  were  I 
to  be  wholly  filent  on  the  Side 
o^j^  HexMck  Daughter^  the 
great  Liberties  I  have  taken    in   altering  the 
Condu<St  of  his  Fable,  might  be  more  imputed 
to  a  vain  Opiiiion  of  my  own  Judgment,  than 
any  Foundations  in  Reafon,  or  Nature  :  But  I 
hope  I  fliall  (land  upon  better  Terms  with  the 
Impartial,  and. the  Curious.  lam  nor infenfiblc 
what  vaft  Odds  will  be  pfFer'd  againft  me,  while 
I  am  entering  the  Lifts  with  fo  FanVd  an  Au- 
thor, zs^Comeilk',  But  that  Ihall  not  difcourage 
me  :  For  I  look  upon  Truth  in  an  Argument,  to 
be  Hke  Courage  in  a  Combat,  the  beft  Advan- 
tage a  Man  can  have  over  his  Antagonift;  'tis 
not  his  Fame  ought  to  fright  mc  ;  for  let  mine 
be  never  fo  obfcure,  if  I  am  in  the  Right,  his 
being  in  the  Wtong  will  be  no  more  a  Wonder, 

a  than 
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than  that  a  Watchman's  plain  Staff  Ihould  foil 
the  Sword  of  a  Field-Officer. 

But  I  have  a  farther  View,  That  while  I  am 
comparing  the  Two  PIays>  I  may  give  the  Lo- 
vers of  the  Theatre  fome  Infight  into  the  Merit, 
and  Difficulty  of  forming  a  good  Fable  y  and 
that  even  our  common  wSpe(Siators,  who  find 
themfelves  unaccountably  pleas'd  with  a  pathe- 
tick  Scene,  may  be  more  pleas'd,  by  knowing 
they  have  Realbn  to  be  fo. 

It  may  perhaps  be  expeded,  I  fhould  offer 
fome  Excufe  for  not  publifliing  this  Piece  till 
Seven  Years  after  its  firfl  Appearance  on  the 
Stage  ;  and  you  will  probably  anfwer,  I  had  as 
good  have  faid  nothing  about  it,  as  to  tell  you 
ic  has  been  little  better  than  Idlenefs,  or  Indif- 
ference :  For  it  having  done  my  Bufinels,  when 
adled,  I  confefs  I  wanted  the  Modern  Appe- 
tite for  Fame,  that  Authors  ufually  think  fol- 
lows them  into  the  Country,  after  Publication. 
But  if  I  had  any  real  Caufe  to  defer  it,  it  was 
from  an  Obfervation  I  had  made,  that  mod  of 
my  Plays  Cexcept  the  Firft,  the  Faol  in  Fajhion) 
had  a  better  Reception  from  the  Publick,  when 
my  Intereft  was  no  longer  concern'd  in  them  : 
I  therefore  fappos'd  this  might  have  a  fairer 
Chance  for  Favour,  when  the  Author  had  no 
farther  Stake  upon  it :  And  I  hope  I  may  be 
allowM  the  Honeft  Vanity  of  this  Complaint, 
while  I  have  (to  my  Cod)  fo  many  Fads  to 
to  fupport  it —  Every  Auditor,  whofe  Memory 
will  give  him  Leave,  cannot  but  know,  that 
Richard  the  Thirds  which  I  alter'd  from  Shake- 
fpeary  did  not  raife  me  Five  Pounds  on  the 
Third  Day,  though  for  feveral  Years  fince,  it 

has 
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has  feldom,  or  never  fail'd  of  a  crowded  Audi- 
ence-- The  Fops  Fortune  lagg'd  on  the  Fourth 
Day,  and  only  held  up  its  Head  by  the  Heels 
of  the  French  Tumblers^  who  it  fecms  had  fo 
much  Wit  in  their  Limbs,  that  they  forc'd  the 
Town  to  fee  it,  till  it  laugh 'd  it  felf  into  their 
good  Graces.-  The  Kin^  Impojlor  did  not  pay 
the  Charges  on  the  Sixth  Day,  tho'  it  has  fince 
brought  me,  as  a  Sharer,  more  than  I  was  then 
difappointed  of  as  Author— 'Twas  at  firftamoot 
Point  whether  the  Carekfs  Hushand  fliould  live 
or  die ;  but  the  Houles  it  has  {\\\ct  filfd  have 
reproach'd  the  former  Coldnefs  of  its  Auditors-— 
The  Wifes  Refentment  is  another,  tho*  not  an 
equal,  Inftance  of  the  fame  Nature. 

But  not  to  take  the  Particularity  of  this 
Treatment  wholly  to  my  felf,  I  confefs  it  has 
fometimes  been  the  Fate  of  the  better  Authors : 
Nor  ought  w^e  fo  much  to  wonder  at  it,  if  we 
confider,  that  there  is  in  Human  Nature  a  cer- 
tain low  latent  Malice  to  alMaudable  Undertak- 
ings, which  ntwtn  dares  break  out  upon  any 
Thing,  with  fo  much  Licence,  as  on  the  Fame 
of  a  Dramatick  Writer :  For  even  the  lavifli  Ap- 
plaufe,  that  is  ufually  heaped  upon  his  firft  La- 
bours, is  not  perhaps  fo  entirely  owing  to  their 
real  Admiration  of  the  Work  itfelf,  as  the 
mean  Pleafure  they  take  in  fwclling  him  up  to 
Rival  the  Reputation  of  others,  that  have  writ 
well  before  him :  If  he  fucceeds  in  a  firft  Play, 
let  him  look  well  to  the  next,  for  then  he  is 
enter'd  the  Herd,  as  a  Common  Enemy,  and  is 
to  know  that  they,  who  gave  him  Fame,  can 
take  it  away  ;  he  is  then  to  be  allowM  no  more 
Merit  or  Mercy,  than  the  reft  of  his  Brethren: 

a  3,  Of 
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Of  which  nothing  can  be  a  flronger  Inflance^ 
than  ihe  Torrent  of  Applaufc,  that  was  defer- 
vedly  thrown  in  upon  the  Old  Batcbelory  and 
the  boifterous  Cavils  that  the  next  Year  un- 
reafonably  over-run  the  fame  Authors  Play  of 
the  Douhle-Dealer  :  And  I  am  apt  to  believe, 
that  after  the  Succefs  of  the  Funeral^  it  was  the 
fame  Caprice  that  deferted  the  Tender  HushanJ: 
.And  that  ail  this  is  not  mere  Conjecture  only,  I 
beg  Leave  to  relate  a  Matter  of  Fad:,  that  per- 
haps'will  better  inclfne  you  to  my  Opinion. 
.-.-When  the  Herokk^Daughter  Was  firft  Aded, 
I  had  the  Curiofity  (not  having  then  any  Part 
in  it)  fometimes  to  flip  unfeen  into  the  Side- 
Boxes,  where  I  met  with  the  higheft  Mixture 
of  Pleafure,  and  Mortification  :  The  Pleafure 
was  ill  obferving  the  GeneraUty  of  the  Audi- 
ence, in  a  filent^  fix'd  Attention,,  never  failing 
by  their  Looks  or  Gcfl;ures,  to  difcover  thofe 
plpafrng  Emotions  of  the  Mind,  which  I  was 
always  confident  would  arife  frpmXo  elevated  a 
Subjcdl:  The  Mortification  waS'i  from  a  Set  of 
well  drefs'd  merry  making  Griticks,  that  call 
themfclvcs  the  Toivn^  whofe  private  Wit  was 
continually  infulting  the  publick  Diverfion,  by 
their  waggilh  Endeavours  to  ^urlefqup  every 
Thing,  that  feenVd  to  have  a  ferious  Efl^ed:  on 
their  Neighbours;  and  treating  the  poor  Rogue 
-the  Author  (who  ftood  with  his  Hat  over  his 
Eyes  at, their  Elbow)  with  the  utmofl:  Infults, 
^Scandal,  and  xMalevoIence:  And  when  the  Play 
was  over,  fome  of  the  fame  Perfons,  (which 
Jiad  like  to  have  made  me  laugh)  came,  and 
AvilVd  me  Joy  of  its  Succefs  :  But  I  have  fince 
fega  frequent  Inftanccs,  that  the  fame  Sore  of 
-:  \^  Audi- 
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Auditors,  with  a  little  Management,  have  been 
made  as  enterprizing  Friends  to  other  Authors, 
as  they  were  then  Enemies  to  mc :  For  with 
Ibme  leading  Man  of  the  Town,  or  celehrr.rcd 
Wk  at  the  Head  of  them,  they  have  been  oft- 
en known,  by  their  over  bearing  Manner  of  Ap- 
plaufc,  to  make  a  wretched  fickly  Play  (laiid 
Iloutly  upon  its  Legs  for  Six  Days  together: 
But  (as  in  mine,  and  mod  Cafes)  when  they  are 
not  fo  engaged   and  marfnaU'd,  they  naturally 
run  Riot  into  Mifchief  and  Cruelty.     Upon  the 
Whole,  till  this  Accident  convinc'd  me,  I  never 
could  believe,  that  to  bring  a  Play  upon  the 
Stage,  was  lb  invidious  a  Task ;  and  as  it  was- 
with  great  Rciudance,  that  I  from  hence  re-- 
folv'd  never  to  trouble  the  Town  with  another,- 
fo  I  found  it  necellary,  (while  I  was  a  Player 
at  lead)  not   to  put  People  of  meer  Plealure 
and  Fortune  in  Mind,  that  I  durfl:  pretend  to 
any  Talent  that  their  Footmen  might  not  be  c- 
qually  Mailers  of:  And  if  in  Breach  of  this  Re- 
Iblution,  I  have  fmce  attempted  in  the  Non  juror 
to  expofe  the  Enemies  of  our  Conftitution,  and 
Liberties,  it  was  becaufe  I  knew  the  Friends  of 
the  Government  would  fecure  me  a  fairHc  iring,' 
and  from  all  fuch  Apprehenfions  of  being  difturb- 
ed,  by  the  wanton  Malice  of  a  few  Petits  Maitresi 
not  but  I  flatter  my  felf,  that  even  its  Enemies  v\'ilt 
allow,  I  gave  their  Principles  fair  Play  in  th^; 
Charaders  of  Sir  John  Woochxlle,  and  Charles;, 
who  were  no  where   ihewn  in  a  contemptible- 
Light;  and  I  hope  it  vvas  no  great  Malice  to- 
make  them  amiable  iw  their  Converfjon—  IF 
therefore  I  have  not  juftly  accounted  f&r  the 
Negled,  or  Difcouragement,  v.-hichaicff  ofii^y 

a  3  other 
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ether  Plays  metwith  acfirfti  Ifhall  however  beg 
Leave  of  th eWorld  to  comfort  my  felf  with  fu  ppo- 
fmg,  that  their  prefent  Succefs  is  now,  oneWay  or 
other  owing,to  theirJVIerit.  But  I  have  rambled  too 
far  from  my  firil  Defign,  which  was  tp  give  you 

An  E  X  A  M  E  N  of  the  Cidy  and  the 
Heroick  Damhter. 

HP  HE  great  Beauties  of  the  Frcfjch  Play,  are 
-^  in  the  tender  CompafTion  that  rifes  from 
the  Misfortunes  of  the  Two  Lovers  Radrigue^ 
and  Chmene;  but  fliould  we  not  be  much  more 
fenfible  of  their  Diftrefs,  if  before  we  faw  them 
unfortunate,  we  were  firft  rais'd  to  a  proper 
Admiration  of  their  Perfons,  and  Virtues  : 
They  may  indeed,  as  in  the  Qdy  move  us  Am- 
ply, as  Lovers ;  but  as  fuch  Lovers,  their  Sor- 
rows would  certainly  ftrikc  deeper  into  the 
Hearts  of  an  Audience.  In  this  Point  Corneille 
feems  defective ;  for  he  opens  his  Play  with  a 
cold  Converfation  between  Chimene^  and  her 
Suivante^  whom  Chmene  defires  to  repeat,  what 
Reafon  fne  had  to  fuppofe,  the  Count  her  Fa- 
ther was  inclined  to  prefer  her  favoured  Lover 
Rodrigue^  to  his  Rival  Don  Sanchez  ?  By  the 
Way  Ihe  owns  in  the  fame  Scene,  flie  has  heard 
all  thi3  before  ;  but  when  an  Author  wants  to 
acquaint  his  Audience  with  a  neceflary  Fad,  no- 
thing is  fo  common,  as  to  make  fome  Perfon 
in  the  Play  improbably  defirous  to  hear  it  over 
again.  A  poor  Shift!  we  fee  thro' it,  'tis  lazy — 
He  could  not  but  know,  that  Art  is  eji  celare 
Artem,  After  Chmene  is  inform'd,  that  her  Fa- 
ther has  allow'd  Rcdrigue  the  Perfon  mofl  wor- 
thy 


To  the  REA'DER.       xxiii 

thy  of  her,  flie  thinks  the  News  too  good  to  be 
true,  and  is  ftill,  (tho'flie  can't  very  well  tell  why) 
afraid  it  will  come  to  nothing,  and  fo  quaintly 
walks  off,  to  as  little  Purpofe  as  flie  came  on. 

In  all  this  Scene,  Chmen^  utters  no  one 
Sentiment  that  can  poffibly  draw  to  her 
the  leaft  Efteem  from  the  Audience;  we  only 
as  yet  fee  her  a  marriageable  young  Woman, 
that  is  willing  to  have  a  Husband—  A  pjoor 
fetting  out  for  the  Heroine  of  a  Tragedy ;  the 
Hero  indeed  is  lefs  faultily  managed,  for  he  ne- 
ver appears  till  he  enters  at  once  into  his  Di- 
ftrefs  of  being  oblig'd  to  revenge  the  Blow,  his 
Father  had  juft  received,  upon  the  Father  of  his 
Miftrefs,  who  gave  it.  This  Incident  is  doubt- 
lefs  of  uncommon  Beauty:  But  had  we  been 
better  acquainted  with  the  Merit,  and  Dignity 
of  his  Paffion  for  the  Daughter  of  his  Enemy, 
before  his  critical  Entrance  on  that  Occafion, 
our  Imagination  would  have  had  a  much  higher 
Alarm,  at  the  firft  Sight  of  them ;  and  this  was 
palpably  evident  from  the  different  Surprize  his 
fudden  Appearance  gave  in  the  Herokk  Daugh- 
ter at  London,  to  what  I  obferv'd  it  had  in  the 
fanfe  Scene  of  the  Cidy  when  Aded  at  Paris. 

In  the  EngUfh  Play  more  Care  is  taken  to 
make  the  xA^udience  fure,  the  Son  brings  with 
him  the  higheft  Sentiments  of  Courage,  Love 
and  Honour,  that  muft  make  a  fenfible  Heart 
tremble  at  the  immediate  Diftrefs,  m  which  hi3 
firft  Appearance  fliews  him  involved. 

Theftcond  Scene  in  the  Ci^  breaks  into  the  A- 
partment  of  the  Infanta,  who  is  fecretly  in  Love 
with  Rodrigue^h\xx.  her  Honour  combating  with  the 
Inequality  of  his  Birth,  flic  refol  ves  to  facrifice  her 

a  4  Paifioa 
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Paflion  to  her   Glory,  and  in   order  to   it,  u- 
fes    her  utniofl:    Endeavours   to    advance   his 
Marriage   with   her  Rival  Chimene :   There   is 
fcmething  roromantick,  fo  cold,  and  inactive  in 
this  Epitode,  and  fo  very  little  conducive  to  the 
mam  Defign,  that  I  have  left  it  quire  out  of  the 
Hervick  Daughter^    and  fupply'd   the  Vacancy 
with  the  Chara6tcr    of   Belzara^    to   v/hcoi  I 
have  given  a  more  Natural  Intercft  to  advance 
the  Marriage  oi  Ximenay  which  is  to  make  Don 
Sanchez  (whom  Belzara  is  contrad:ed  to}  de- 
fpair  of  her.     Qorneille  fecms  even  in  this  Scene 
too,  to  have  loft  a  fair  Occafion  of  heightening 
ihc  CharacieL'  of  Rodrigue^  and  preparing  the 
Audience  in  his  Favour;  but  the  Infanta,  in  no 
Part  of  it^  mentions  the   leaft  Motive  to  her 
Palfion  for  him,  unlefs  that  he  is  a  Jeune  Cava- 


lier. 


The  next  Scene  introduces  the  Quarrel,  and 
the  Blow  given  to  the  Father  of  Rodrigue^  by 
the  Father  of  his  Miltrefs,  and  this  is  the  firll 
Scene  of  the  C/^,  that  is  made  ufc  of  in  the  He- 
ro/ck  Daughter :  This  Quarrel  fccms  too  fuddain, 
and  unprepared,  and  wants  the  Terror  that  would 
naturally  arife  from  it,  if,  as  I  obferv'd,  the 
Audience  were  prepofTefs'd  with  a  proper  Admi- 
ration of  the  Lovers,  whofe  approaching  Ru^ 
in  they  would  then  be  more  nearly  concern'd 
for  ;  and  this  Concern  I  have  attempted  to 
give  by  the  Preparation  of  a  whole  firft  Ad  in 
the  Heroick  Daughter^  which  is  intirely  unbor- 
rowed, and  previous  to  the  firft  Opening  Beau- 
ties of  the  Cid:  The  Heroick  Obligations,  that 
have  pafied  between  the  two  Lovers,  (whom  I 
call  Carlos  and  XmenaT)  before  they  fecfetly 
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entertain  or  publickly  av/)\v  their  Paffion  ;  thq 
gentle  manner  o^  A^^me»as  firft  fofcningrhe  Pre- 
judice of  Alvarez  ;  the  Iblemn  Interpofition  of 
the  King  to  lieal  the  Hereditary  Feud  of  their 
FamUies,  and  his  crowning  their  Reconcilement 
with  the  immediate  Union  of  the  Lovers,  were, 
all  intended  to  give  a  Dignity  to  their  Padion, 
and  confequently  to  move  the  Audience  with  a 
quicker  Senfe  of  their  enfuing  Calamities,  than 
if  (as  they  are  in  the  OW)  they  had  been  only 
fliewn  in  their  mere  lawful  Defire  of  being  ver- 
tuous  Bedfellows. 

Though  Terror  feems  the  favourite  Pallion  of 
Corneille^  and  what  he  ufually  paints  in  much 
more  lively  Colours  than  his  Objexjs  of  Pity  ; 
yet  the  fatal  Rupture  that  ruins  the  Happinefs 
of  thefe  Lovers,  lofes  half  its  Force  and  Beau- 
ty for  want  of  Art  or  Pains  in  preparing  it.  Yot 
Terror  mufl:  certainly  rife  in  Proportion  to  the 
Objedt  it  menaces ;  and  we  cannot  be  as  much 
concern'd  for  the  Misfortunes  of  Merit  un-i 
known,  as  for  what  is  evident  and  confpicucuSi 
and  till  that  Rupture  happens,-  we  are  (in"  the 
Ci//)  utter  Strangers  to  the  Zvlerit  of  RoJrigiie 
and  Chimene, 

But  befides  all  this,  the  Qiiarrel  it  felf  feems 
an  Accident  meerly  arifmg  from  tlie  brutal  Tem- 
per of  the  Coimt,  and  the  Spediator  might  as, 
well  exped,  from  the  beginning  of  the  Sc(^nt,, 
that  it  was  to  end  in  a  friendly  Conclufion  of 
their  Childrens  Marriage,  as  their  fo  unfore- 
feen  and  violent  Enmity  :  And  tho' Surprize  is 
a  neceflary  Part  of  Tragedy,  yet  that  Surprize 
is  never  to  be  abrupt  :  for  when  it  is  fo,  it  is 
Diore  apt  to  lliock,  than  delight  us ;  we  do. 
■         '  '       '       not 
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not  love  to  be  ftartled  into  a  Pleafurc  :  As  an 
Audience  ought  never  to  be  wholly  let  into  the 
fecretDefign  of  a  Play,  fo  they  ought  not  to  be 
intirelykeptoutof  it,you  may  fafely  leave  room 
for  the  Imagination  to  guefs  at  the  Nature  of 
the  Thing  you  intend,  and  are  only  to  furprize 
them  with  your  Manner  of  bringing  it  about  : 
As  in  the  fecond  Ad:  of  Drydens  All  for  Love  ; 
where  Marc  Antony  feems  confirmVI  in  his  Refo- 
lution  to  part  with  Cleopatra;  yet  when  he 
once  confents  to  expoftulate  with  her  in  Perfon, 
tho'  you  eafily  forefee  the  Conteft  is  to  End 
to  her  Advantage,  yet  you  are  far  from  lofmg 
the  Pleafure  of  your  Surprize,  while  it  is  fo 
artfully  executed ;  nay,  you  have  a  farther  De- 
light, from  the  private  Applaufe  you  give  to 
your  own  Judgment,  in  fo  rightly  forefeeing  the 
Conclufion  ;  and  to  this  Reafon  may  be  attri- 
buted  the  Succefs  of  mod  Allegorical  Writings 

But  here  (in  this  Scene  of  the  Quarrel  in 

the  C/^)  is  an  important  Adion  brought  about, 
and  you  know  not  what  it  means,  till  it  is  over. 
Then  indeed  you  fee  —  What  >  why,  that  the 
Hopes  of  the  young  Couples  Wedding  are  all 
blown  up  'y  like  enough,  but  the  Audience  have 
as  yet  no  great  Reafon  to  be  concern'd  at  it, 
they  know  very  little  of  them.  Befide,  the 
Sc^nt  is  half  over  before  you  know  who  the 
old  Men  are,  or  what  their  Quarrelling  can  fig- 
nify  ;  fo  that  your  Admiration  cannot  go  along 
with  the  Performance,  and  your  Attention  is 
cither  loft,  or  in  pain,  till  the  Author  explains 
himfelf  ,•  which  is  afterwards  too  late,  your  Ima- 
gination is  not  at  leifure  to  look  fo  far  back  for 
the  Propriety  of  what's  pad ;  you  are  then  to  be 

intent 
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intent  upon  what  is  to  come,  or  elfe  what  yon 
kave  leen,  is  but  an  Interruption  to  what  you 
are  to  fee ;  the  Cafe  of  many  a  modern  Play  : 
This  Lazinefs,  or  want  of  Skill  iti  an  Au- 
thor, does  not  give  an  Auditor  fair  play  for 
his  Money,  it  will  not  let  him  fee  all  the  Play, 
nor  is  it  enough  to  fay,  the  Scene  is  notvvith- 

ftanding  Natural If  you  cannot  fay  it 

has  Art,  as  well  as  Nature,  you  praife  it  but 
by  halves. 

I  cannot  omit  another  Objedion  to  the  Cha- 
rader  of  the  Count,  who  is  fo  infolent,  fierce, 
and  turbulently  vain  of  his  Merit,  that  he  is  be- 
low the  Dignity  of  the  Subjed:  :    Nor  will  his 
being  a  Spaniard  excufe  it^  they  are  all  Spaniards 
in  the  Play,-  and  tho'  a  ridiculous  Pride  is  natu- 
ral to  the  Nation,  we  are  not  by  that  Rule  to 
fliew  a  Frenchman  dancing,  or  a  Dutchman  drunk 
in  a  Tragedy.    In  (horc,  he  is  a  mere  Miles  Glo- 
riofuSy  and  makes  fo  difagreeable  a  Figure,  that 
we  have  much  ado  to  think  him  an  Objed  wor- 
thy of  that  fiHal  Regard  and  Duty  which  Chi- 
mene  pays  to  his  Memory.     I  therefore  thought 
it  neceifary,  in  higher  Juftification  of  her  Sor- 
rows, and  Virtue,  to  make  him  more  Civihzd 
and  Rational  in  the  Heroick  Daughter ;  his  ho- 
nourable and  open  Reconcilement  to  Alvarez ; 
his  generous  CompaiTion  for  the  Diftrefs  of  Car- 
losy  whom  he  had  reduc'd  to  the  Neceffity  o  f 
fighting  him:   his  Humanity  and  Honour  Qin 
cafe  he  fell  by  his  Sword3  in  bequeathing  him 
his  Daughter,  were  all  attempted  to  give  the 
Audience,  as  well  as  Jfi/w^;/j,  a  more  juftifiable 
Regret  for  the  Lofs  of  him  ■—  The  only  Reafon 
Cornei//e  kerns  to  have  for  making  himfo  brutal, 

is 
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To  all  which)  when  the  Count  is  immoveable, 
and  grow^  at  lafl:  impatient  of  his  Reproaches  ; 
dien  Carlos  recovers  to  his  Honour,  and  breaks 
out  as  follows   - 

0  !  give  me  hack  that  vile  fuhmifive  Shame, 
That  I  may  meet  thee  with  retorted  Scorn^ 
And  right  my  Honour  with  untainted  Vengeance  ; 
Tet  no  —  withhold  it  I  take  it  to  acquit  my  Lov€%'  '■ 
That  Sacrifice  was  to  Ximena  duer^  ■ ''-  'tr.':'-vA 
Her  helplefs  Sufferings  claimed  that  Pang ;  andfince 
J  cannot  hring  Dijhonour  to  her  Arms, 
Thus  my  rack'd  Heart  pours  forth  its  lafl  Adieuy 
And  makes  Libation  of  its  bleeding  Peace  : 
pMrewel  dear  injur  d  Softnefs  —  Follow  me. 

After  the  Place  of  Meeting  is  appointed,  Car^ 
hs  troubles  you  with  no  more  of  his  Love,  than 
by  uttering  with  a  Sigh,  as  he  goes  out, 


Poor  Ximena. 


Which  had  fo  companionate  an  Efiedt  upon 
our  Englijh  Hearers,  that  if  his  Love  w^as  then 
a  Weaknefs,  it  was  at  Icaft  fuch  a  one,  as  they 
heartily  forgave  him. 

The  next  Scene  of  the  Infanta^  (who  is  al- 
ways dropping  in,  like  cold  Water  upon  the 
Heat  of  the  main  Adion)  is  for  that  Reafon 
again  left  out ;  our  difFerence  otherwife  is  not 
material,  till  the  King  receives  Notice  of  the 
Count  s  being  kill'd  by  Rodrigue  ,  which  is  fo 
flightly  related,  or  to  ufe  Corneilles  own  Words^ 
Sans  aucune  Narration  touchante,  and  receiv'd  with 
fo  little  Surprize  or  Curiofity,  to  know   any 

Circum- 
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Gircumftances  of  the  Adion,  that  upon  my  firft 
reading  the  Fretfch  Play,  1  fcarce  knew  vv  herher 
I  was  to  believe  him  dead,  or  no.  I  have  there- 
fore endeavour'd,  in  the  Heroick  Daughtery  to 
awaken  the  Audience,  by  making  that  Relation 
more  folemn  and  particular,  and  to  prepare  the 
Probability  of  the  Catajlrophe^  which  I  Ihall  bet- 
ter account  for  in  its  Place :  But  in  the  laft  Scene 
of  this  fecond  Ad  it  muft  be  allowed,  the  Cid 
begins  to  feize  upon  the  Heart  of  the  Spedator, 
and  this  is  one  of  thofe  great  Beauties  that  have 
fo  juftly  given  rife  to  its  Fame :  The  fluduating 
Pity,  that  is  fo  finely  perplexed  between  the 
Tears  of  a  pious  Daughter,  and  the  venerable 
Sorrows  of  a  Father :  The  happy  Skill  of 
throwing  them  both,  in  the  fame  inftanc,  at  the 
King's  Feet  for  Juftice  and  Mercy  ;  and  with 
Pretenfions  fo  equally  laudable,  i^  an  Incident 
which  few  Tragedies,  either  Ancient  or  Modern j 
can  boaft  of.  The  only  liberty  I  have  taken 
with  this  Scene,  is  in  making  the  Father  plead 
with  more  Refignation,  and  rather  to  trufl;  his 
Caufe  to  its  fimple  Merits^  than  thofe  of  his 
own  paft  Services. 

The  next  Ad  opens  with  Rodriguez  appearing 
in  the  Apartment  of  his  Miftrefs,  where  he  lef- 
fens  his  Charader,  by  juftifying  his  Honour  to 
her  Servant :  After  Chlmene  too  is  left  alone  with 
the  fame  Servant  Elvire^  Ihe  throws  away  a 
great  many  fine  Sentiments  upon  that  pra- 
ting Creature,  who  has  no  Senfe  of  them,  but 
endeavours  to  comfort  her  by  vulgar  Advice, 
which  makes  C/7iw(?;/<?  inexcufable  to  hear:  be- 
fide  the  main  Adion  cools  in  the  Converfation : 
This  is  avoided  in  the  Heroick  Daughter^  by 

making 
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making  Behara  the  third  Perfon  m  thefe  twd 
Scenes,  who  has  an  Interell:  in  ferving  Carlos^ 
yet  never  is  mean  or  difiionourable  in  her  at* 
tempting  it.  But  the  next  Scene  makes  us  am- 
ple amends  for  all  we  may  have  juftly  found 
fault  with. 

The  Meeting o{Rot/rigue  and  Ch'mene,  throws 
us  into  aTendecnefs  that  is  irrefiftible  :  This  In- 
qident  gives  the  C/<T^as  fair  an  AiTirrance  of  be- 
ing Immortal,  as  any  modern  Poetry  can  hope 
for.  There  is  fomething  fo  amiable  in  the  De- 
fpak  o£  Rodrigue^  in  his  natural  Difregafd  of  his 
Safety,  for  the  refifllels  Pleafure  of  feeing  his 
Miftrefs  :  and  we  are  apt  to  be  fo  feiz'd  with 
the  inftant  Idea  of  her  tender  PalTion  breaking 
through  her  fihal  Obligations  to  purfue  him,  that 
at  the  firft  fight  of  them  it  is  impoffible,  for  an 
attentive  Auditor,  not  to  feel  the  moft  agree- 
able Tranfport  and  Aflonifliment :  And  fince  the 
Incident  is  Corftetlles^  and  not  mine,  it  may  be 
no  Vanity  to  fay,  this  EfFed:  was  evident  from 
the  hurry  and  bufy  Murmur  that  ran  through 
the  Audience  at  its  firfl:  Prefentation  in  London. 
And  it  would  indeed  be  a  Refledion  on  our 
Englijh  Tafte,  to  fuppofe  we  could  be  lefs  fenfi- 
ble  than  our  Neighbours,  of  fo  palpable  an  Ex- 
cellence: For  Qr»f///f  fpeaking  of  the  Recep- 
tion of  this  Scene  in  Parts^  f^ys, 
i  Qualors  que  ce  rnalhereux  antant  fe  prefentoit 
devant  elle^  il  s  elevoit  un  certain  Fremijfenient 
dans  I  Ajfewhke^  qui  marquoit  une  Quriofite  mer- 
veilleufe^  (ff  tin  redouhlement  d^ attention  pour  ce 
guils,  avoient   a  fe  dire  dans  un  eflat  ft  pitoya- 


But 
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Bur  allowing  it  all  this  Admiration,  I  have 
fome  Reafons  to  offer  (to  better  Judgment)  why 
the  Condud:  of  this  Scene  in  the  f/erokk  Daugh^ 
ter^  \%  not  implicitly  form'd  upon  the  Model  of 
that  in  the  Qid:  I  cannot  but  think,  that  Ro- 
driguez entring  with  an  Anfwer  to  the  laft  Words 
of  Chimene^  muft  be  unnatural,  if  you  don't 
fuppofe  him  to  have  liften'd  at  the  Door  to  her 
private  Difcourfe ;  and  tho'  'tis  polTibie  moft  of 
our  modifli  Criticks  may  own  they  would  have 
liften'd  in  his  Condition,  yet  that  is  no  Proof, 
that  lift'ning,  efpecially  in  another  Perfons 
Houfe,  is  not  always  the  EfFed:  of  Meannefs, 
Ill-Manners,  or  Treachery ;  I  therefore  thought 
it  more  reafonable  to  let  him  approach  her  in 
a  mute  fubmiffive  Addrefs,  and  to  give  him 
Time  for  it,  have  thrown  Ximena  into  a  re- 
proachful Aftonifhment  the  Moment  (lie  fees 
him:  Carneilk  after  fome  fine  Touches  of  their 
Difttefs,  fuffers  him  to  proceed  in  Excufe  of  his 
Offence,  in  which  he  feems  too  fond  of  lliew- 
ing  the  Man  of  Honour,  and  the  harfli  Terms  he 
ufesin  his  Juftification,  aretooChoquantfor  the 
Ear  ofaninjur'dMiftrefs.  Thefe  are  his  Words, 

*'  Car  enjin  neattens  pas  de  mm  AjfeHionj 
*'  Un  Ikhe  repentir  dune  home  A^ion. 

And  a  little  farther : 

"  J^  l^  f^yois  encore^  fi  favois  a  lefaire. 

This  laft  Line  is  omitted  in  the  Heroick  Ddugh^ 
t^r^  and  the  firft  are  foften  d  by  only  faying, 

"  —  Homjhall  I  repent  me  of  a  Crime ^ 

"  Which  uncommiteJ  had  defervd  thy  Scorn. ^ 
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I  have  endeavour'd  in  the  fame  Speech  to 
make  his  Crime  more  pitiful,  by  his  pleading 
the  Regard  he  had  to  her  Peace,  in  firft  endea- 
vouring to  reduce  her  Father  into  a  Temper, 
that  might  have  ended  their  Difference  with  a 
lefs  fatal  Reparation ;  and  it  feems  to  heighten 
the  Dillrefs  oi  Ximenay  when  you  fee  herHearc 
is  full,  andconfcious  of  the  Obhgation. 

After  Chimene  has  anfwer'd  his  Plea,  in  the 
mod  fublime  Sentiments  of  her  fihal  Duty  to 
purfae  him  for  her  Father's  Death,  Rodr'jgue  in- 
fifls,  that  her  own  Hand  alone  ought  to  fatisfy 
her  Vengeance;  I  have  here  made  bold  to  ihort- 
en  their  Arguments  upon  this  Point,  which 
feem  a  little  too  near  the  Romantick,  and  have 
fubftituted  one,  that  I  thought  more  agreeable 
to  Nature,  where  Carlos  fays, 

'Let  not  the  Wretch  once  honour  d  with  thy  hove.. 

Thy  Carlos,  once  thought  worthy  of  thy  ArmSy 

Be  draggd  a  puhlkk  S pelade  to  Jujlke^ 

To  draw  the  irkfome  Ttty  of  a  Crowds 

Who  may  with  vulgar  Reafon^  call  thee  Cruel; 

My  Death  from  thee  will  elevate  thy  Vengeance^ 

And  fhew^  like  mine^  thy  Duty  fcornd  Ajftflance, 

But  thegreateftOmiffion  in  this  Scene,  is  that 
Chimene  fo  far  forgets  her  filial  Duty,  as  to  take 
no  Precaution,  not  fo  much  as  his  Word  of  Ho- 
nour, that  Rodrigue  Ihall  appear  to  anfwer  his 
Crime  to  the  Law  ;  flie  is  indeed  concern 'd  for 
her  Reputation,  and  on  that  Account  only  de- 
fircs  him  to  leave  her ;  her  laft  Concern,  when 
they  part  at  the  End  of  the  Scene,  is, 

«  — .._  £t  fur  tout  Garde  hien^  q^um  Te  voye> 

This 
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This  makes  their  Meeting  look  too  Hkc  a  mo- 
dern IntrigueJ  have  therefore  endeavoured  to  give. 
her  a  better  Realbn  for  releaftng  him  ;  when  he 
reproaches  her  with  want  of  Love,  m  refiifing 
his  Defire  to  fall  by  her  Hand,  ilie  replies— 

Can  Hate  have  Part  in  Interviews  like  this  ? 
Art  thou  not  now  within  ray  Power  to  feize  > 
Tet  III  releafe  thee^  Carlos,  on  thy  IVorJj 
Give  me  thy  Worrl^  that  on  the  Morrows  Noon 
Before  the  King^  in  P  erf  on  thou  wilt  anfwer^ 
And  take  the  Shelter  of  the  Night  to  leave  we. 

I  do  not  fee  how  the  Scene  could  poffibly  be 
faid  to  have  a  juit  Conclufion,  but  by  this  mu- 
tual Difcharge  of  their  Duty  for  the  prefent : 
And  when  Carlos  had  given  his  Flonour  to  ap- 
pear, then  indeed  there  is  a  more  pardonable 
and  natural  Excufe  for  the  Tendernefs  they  fall 
into;  which  tho'  the  Reader  m.ufl:  be  charm'd 
with  in  the  Original,  I  have  ventured  to  alter, 
to  make  them  more  agreeable  to  the  Spectator. 

The  next  Scene  breaks  into  the  Street,  where 
the  Father  of  Rodrigue  is  wandring  up  and 
down  alone,  in  Search  of  his  Son ;  a  very 
flender  Mark  of  his  Wifdom,  and  puts  one  m 
Mind  of  a  Vulgar  Saying —  To  look  for  a  Needle^ 
&c. —  Nay,  he  does  all  this,  tho'  he  has  Five 
Hundred  Friends  in  his  Houfe  (whom,  he  had 
drawii  together  to  vindicate  the  Caufe  of  his 
Honour)  waiting  for  him ;  and  there  is  no  Excufe 
appears  for  his  leaving  them  alone,  or  why  fonie 
do  not  attend  him  Abroad  :  Where  he  entertains 
the  Audience  with  a  long  Account  (which  he 
gives  to  himfelf)  of  his  Gonditicn,  in  pointed 
Conceits,  and  quaint  Antithefes,  that  would  be 

b  %  much 
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much  prettier  in  an  Epigram —  At  laft  he  meets 
with  his  Son,  with  whom  he  falls  into  a  tedious 
Argument;  and  to  comfort  his  Sorrow  fortheLoft 
of  his  Miftrefs,  tells  him  there  are  more  Women 
than  Ximena^  and  w^ould  have  him  ll)ew  the 
Grearnefs  of  his  Heart,  in  fliaking  ofFits  Weak- 
nefs  for  her:  This  feems  unpardonable,   and 
llains  the  Charader  of  the  Father;  for  to  ilip- 
pofe  him  capable  of  changing  his  Miftrefs,  takes 
away  Half  the  Merit  of  the  Son's  having  re- 
veng'd  his  Honour;  which,  had  he  not  inviola- 
bly loved  her,  had  only  fliewn  his  Courage 
in  common  with  other  Men.     The  Anfwer  the 
Son  makes  him,  indeed  is  truly  Great,  which 
it  might  eafily  be,  when  he  had  fo  diflionoura- 
ble  a  Thought    to   oppofe;   fo  that    the  one 
vSpeech  is  only  fine  from  the  other's  being  im- 
proper, I  might  fay  unnatural :  This  Scene  leems 
extremely  cold,  after  the  Spirit  and  warm  Paffion 
in  the  preceding  One :  Care  fliould  be  always 
taken  in  fuch  Cafes  not  to  fufler  the  Attention 
to  languifli,  but  Cas  Horace  fays—  Semper  ad  e- 
ventumfeftinef)  when  theSubjed:  will  not  fufFer 
us  to  exceed  what  is  gone  before,  we  fliould  at 
ieaft  keep  our  Hearers  awake,  by  being  bufy 
about  new  Matter  and  Adion,  plainly  neceflary 
to  carry  on  the  Story  of  the  Play.     All  that 
feems  ufeful  in  this  Scene,  is  the  laft  Speech  of 
it,  which  is  the  only  One,  that   is  taken  into 
the  Heroick  Daf?ghter :  There  Alvarez  appears 
at  the  Head  of  his  Friends  in  his  own  Houfe, 
where  his  Son  may  be  fupposM  with  more  Pro- 
bability to  come  to  him.     But  Qomeille  honeftly 
tells  us  in  his  Examen  of  the  Cid^  that  the  Rea- 
fon,  why  he  did  not  bring  on  Don  Dkgue  with 

his 
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his  Friends  about  him,  was  becaufe  thole  Per- 
fonages  are  generally  fupplyM  by  aukward  Fel- 
lows, and  Candle-SnufFers —  A  iniferable  Sign 
of  the  Lownefs  of  the  French  Theatre,  when  io 
great  an  Author  is  forc'd  to  reitrain  his  Fancy, 
and  to  commit  an  Abfurdity,  to  make  his  Play 
fit  for  the  Stage —  But  this  not  being  our  Cafe 
here,  I  had  the  Liberty  of  Writing,  as  well  as  I 
could.  After  Cor^eille  has  done  his  Scene,  I 
have  given  the  Son  a  Sohloquv,  that  I  thought 
would  be  a  new  Motive  to  the  Compaffion  of 
the  Audience  ;  if  your  Curiofity  is  as  warm  as 
my  Vanity  could  wiili  it,  you  will  now  turn  to 
it  at  the  End  of  the  Fourth  Ad:. 

The  Two  laft  A<3[s  of  the  Od,  tho'  in  Na- 
ture, they  may  be  finely  written,  lofe  Half 
their  Force  for  Want  of  Art:  All  thofe  great 
Sentiments  which  Chimene  utters  to  the  Infanta 
in  the  Beginning  of  the  Fourth  Ad",  are  impro- 
per in  that  Place  ;  for  ilie  is  not  only  arguing 
her  Cafe  with  one,  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
iK.^  but  llie  is  merely  talking  while  flie  lliould  be 
doing ;  we  are  impatient  for  the  LTue  of  her  Ap- 
peal to  the  King,  and  it  is  no  Excufe  to  the 
Hearer,  that  the  King's  Daughter  ftops  her  by 
the  Way,  when  it  was  in  the  Poet's  Choice  to 
have  fent  the  King's  Daughter  to  Prayers,  or  any 
other  Employment  in  the  meanTime—  In  (liorr^ 
chb  Author  feems  to  want  Matter  for  Two  Ads 
more,  and  is  reduc'd  to  thefe  Shifts  to  give  the 
Auciience  full  Meafure  for  their  Money:  But 
the  H^roick  Daughter^  having  a  whole  firft  Ad; 
added  before  the  Ad:ion  of  the  Cid  begins,  of 
Confequence  transfers  the  Third  Ad  of  tlie 
f^rfm^h  Play  into  the  Fourth  of  the  Enghfh,  by 

b  3  which 
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which  Expedient,  the  neccflary  Matter  of  the 
Two  laft  Ad's  of  the  One,  are  eafily  contain  d 
in  the  finglc  Fifth  AGt  of  the  Other. 

The  next  ProUxicy  the  Ci^  entertains  us  with, 
is  the  King's  folemn  Reception  of  Rodrigue  after 
his  Defeat  of  the  Moors  5  which  let  it  be  never 
fo  jullly  due  to  the  Merit  of  the  Adion,  yet 
Non  nunc  erat  his  locus*  Ail  this  moves  us  not, 
and  might  have  been  ftippos'd,  or  related  only, 
that  the  more  immediate  Bufmefs  of  the  Play 
might  have  come  forward,  as  is  attempted  in 
the  Herokk  Daughter. 

Befide,  the  making  Rodrigue  to  give  an  Ac- 
count of  his  own  Vidory,  miift  either  lefTen  rhe 
A.6i:ion,  or  his  Character —  Any  Friend,  that 
was  a  Weii-Wiflier  to  his  Intereit,  muft  certainly 
liave  been  a  more  proper  Herald  of  his  Fame:  I 
have  therefore  made  Alonzo  give  the  Particulars 
of  this  glorious  Service  to  his  Country,  and  I 
thought  the  Audience  would  be  better  pleas'd, 
if  it  were  given  to  Ximena,  that  they  might  at 
the  fame  Inftant  fee  the  new  Conflid  it  muft  na- 
turally raife  between  herPaffion  and  her  Duty  :> 
For  tho'  the  King  is  in  the  Play  the  Perfon  moft 
concern  d  to  hear  it,  yet  the  Spe^ator  is  moft 
concern 'd  that  Xmena  fliould  hear  it;  and  it  of- 
fends not  either  Manners,  or  Probability,  that 
the  King  is  fuppos'd  to  have  heard  it  before. 

When  Chimene  returns  to  Court  for  Juftice;  rhe 
King,  in  Hopes  to  appeafeher,  has  a  Mind  firft 
to  make  a  Difcovery  of  her  Paffion,  and  cun- 
ningly tells  her,  that  her  Defire  of  Vengeance 
is  anfwer'd,,  for  Rodrigue  is  dead  of  his  Wounds  ; 
at  which  Chimene  fainting,  his  Majefty  fairly  bites 
her,  owns  he  is  aliye,  and  that  he  is  nowconvinc'd 
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fhe  has  no  Mind  to  hurt  him—  This  F/Kejfe  ii 
needlefs,  and  ill  becomes  the  Gravity  of  th:^ 
Subjed: :  There  is  nothing  of  iz  in  the  Heroick 
Daughter. 

Well !  when  all  will  not  do,  when  flie  finds 
it  is  fo  hard  to  make  the  King  more  fenfibie  of 
her  private  Wrongs,  than  of  her  Lover's  late 
Service  to  the  Publick,  it  is  indeed  Time  to 
make  her  lofe  herSenfes,  for  then,  poor  Lady  ! 
ilie  demands  the  Combat,  and  is  forc'd  to  call 
her  Vanity  and  Faliliood  to  the  Affiftance  of  her 
Duty,  by  propofing  her  Perfon  as  a  Reward  to 
any  Gentleman  that  would  be  the  Champion  of 
her  Caufe,  if  he  prov'd  Viilorious:  This  is  fa- 
crificing  her  Paffion  to  her  Duty  with  a  Venge- 
ance: What  aii  unconlblable  Figure  would  ihe 
have  made,  if  no  Body  had  taken. up  the  Cud- 
gels !  'tis  well  file  knew  (lie  was  Handfome,  or 
that  might  really  have  been  the  Cafe,-  but  to 
be  ferious — 

I  thought  it  much  more  decent  and  natural, 
when  flie  was  in  this  Extremity,  to  let  S.vichez^ 
who  had  before  oiFer'd  his  Service,  take  this 
fair  Occafion  of  ftepping  into  her  AlTiftance ;  W^ 
he,  therefore,  that  in  Ximends  Name  demands 
the  Combat,  and  that  flie  might  not  have  the 
Guile  of  flattering  him  with  the  lead  Hope,  as 
a  Lover,  he  is  made  even  to  difguife  the  Mo- 
tive to  it  with  his  pretended  Friendfliio  for  her 
late  Father :  The  King's  granting  the  Combat, 
and  the  neceday  Orders  about  it,  conclude  the 
Fourth  Aa  of  the  Ci^. 

The  Fifth  Ad  begins  with  Rodriguez  abrupt- 
ly Vifiting  Chmene^  without  Leave  or  Excufe, 
before  he  was  going  to  the  Lifts.     And  tho'  in 
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her  firft  Words  ilie  pretends  to  be  fliock'd  at  his 
Appearance,  yet  he  takes  no  Notice  of  it,  but 
goes  on  with  his  Bufinefs,  and  (lie  as  infenfibly 
finks  into  Mildncfs  and  Temper  to  hear  it: 
Here  they  feem  too  Declamatory,  and  Roman- 
tick,  which  I  have   endeavour'd   to  avoid  by 
giving  a  more  fpiritedTurn  to  the  Paffions,  and 
reducing  them  nearer  to  common  Life  ;  and  the 
Expedient  that  introduces  the  Interview  it  feif, 
is,  I  hope,  upon  a  more  pardonable  Foundati- 
on: For  to  make  thefe  Two  Ads  into  One,  in 
the  Heroick  Daughter^   it  was  but  to  contrive 
this  Scene  naturally  to  follow  the  laft,  without 
leaving  the  Stage  vacant,  which  is  effeded  by 
the  King's  giving  Carlos  Leave  to  take  his  Fare- 
well Oi  Xiryjena  before  his  going,  to  the  Combat; 
and  thus  her  hearing  him,  while  her  Friend  Beh 
zara  is  prcfent,  and   in  the  Court,  feems  rnore 
cxcufeable,  than  her  receiving  his  Vifit  in  open 
Day,  in  her  private  Apartment:  And  that  your 
Patience  might  not   languiai,  the  Combat  im- 
mediately follows   his  parting   from  her;  and 
tho'  you  fee  nothing  of  that  Engagement  on  the 
Stage,  yet  your  Imagination  all  the  while  en- 
joys it  in  the  Alarms  and  Terrors  of  Ximenay 
which  upon  every  diftant  Sound  of  the  Trum- 
pet Ihe  is  differently  thrown  into :  And  I  have 
always   obferv'd,  that  when  any  thing  of  Mo- 
ment is  heard  to  be  doing  from  behind,  that  has 
a  warm  Effed:  upon  the  Adors    in  Sight,    it 
feems  to  give  a   double  Delight  to    the  Au- 
dience :    This    Licident    is  entirely   my  own, 
and    yet  I    flatter    my    felf,    not    the     lead 
Artful  in  that  Phiy.     The  Return  of  Sanchez 
from   the  Combat  too^  is  here  prepared  with 

fuch 
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fucli  Circumftances,  as  might  more  probably  lead 
Ximena  into  the  Miftake  of  his  being  the  Vi- 
ctor ;  but  all  this  is  languidly  interrupted  in  the 
Cid^  by  making  the  Infanta's  melancholly  Paf- 
fion  break  into  the  warmed  Connection  of  the 
Story  ^  and  Chimene  too,  for  want  of  having  her 
Imagination  ftir'd  with  fuch  various  Notice  of 
the  Combat,  which  the  Trumpet  gives  her,  falls 
again  into  an  inactive  and  declamatory  Account 
of  her  Calamities,  which  in  a  laft  AcS  ever  fur- 
feits  the  Attention. 

After  the  Combat  flie  accofls  the  King  with 
^  long  Argument,  on  a  Suppofition  that  Rodri- 
^ue  is  dead,  wherein  flie  begs  to  be  releas'4 
from  her  Obhgation  to  marry  Sanchez  as  the 
Vidtor,  and  barters  to  reward  him  with  her  Forr 
tune,  which  flie  is  willing  to  fettle  upon  San- 
chez for  his  Trouble,  provided  flie  may  have 
Leave  to  difpofe  of  her  Perfon  in  a  Nunnery- 
All  this  the  King  hears  without  undeceiving  her, 
as  to  Rodr/gue\  being  alive,  which  is  not  only 
improbable,  but  needlefsly  carries  her  Miflake 
farther  than  it  will  bear  to  be  beautiful.  In  the 
the  Heroick  Daughter  the  very  Inftant  flie  hints 
at  the  Death  of  Carlos^  the  King  redifies  her 
Miftake :  Which  prevents  that  odd  Projed  of 
compremizing  the  Matter  with  Sanchez-,  and  lets 
the  Hearer  fooner  into  Matter  of  more  Impor- 
tance :  TheKing  too  here  is  only  anAdvocate,not 
a  Tyrant  for  C^r/os  ;  and  Ximena  having  made  no 
Promife  to  marry  the  Vidor,  avoids  that  Viola- 
tion of  har  Duty,  which,  \x\  the  C/V,  the  abfo- 
lute  Power  of  the  King  would  impofe  on  her. 
But  here  he  is  fo  tender  of  her  Virtue,  that  he 
even  fuffers  not  Carlos  to  approach  her,  with- 
out 
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out  Leave—  And  no\V  we  come  to  the  laft  Coii- 
flid  of  her  Heart,  which  conckides  in  a  Refo- 
luti6n  not  to  truft  her  Love  in  Sight  of  him 
that  had  kill'd  her  Father,  but  to  iliut  her  Sor- 
rows from  the  W<DrM  in  a  Cloiller:  And  I  am 
of  Opinion,  it  was  impoffible  under  fuch  Mis- 
fortunes to  difpofe  of  her  otherwife,  without 
breaking  into  the  Laws  of  Honour  and  Vir- 
tue. Well!  but  tho'  you  grant  me  this,  we  are 
here  (till  at  a  Lofs ;  this  can  be  no  abfolute 
Conclufion  of  the  Play,  the  Matter  flands  juft 
as  it  did  Three  Ads  ago,  the  Lovers  were  part- 
ed then,  and  all  We  have  done  with  them  fince 
comes  to  no  more.  Qorneille  feems  to  be  plung- 
ed iti  this  Difficulty,  and  in  my  humble  Opinion 
had'  much  better  have  parted  them  for  ever, 
than  have  brought  them  together  with  fo 
Wretched  a  Violation  of  Chimenes  Character: 
In  fliort,  his  Expedient  comes  to  no  more  than 
this,  that  the  King  gives  her  Leave,  for  Decen- 
cy s  fake,  to  be  virtuous  a  Year  longer,  but 
after  that's  expir  d,  he  obliges  her  ('and  ihe  ta- 
citly confents)  to  marry  the  Man  that  has  kill- 
ed her  Father.  As  if  a  diflaonourable  Adion 
could  be  juftify'd,  by  our  flaying  a  Year  before 
we  commit  it. 

There  feem'd  therefore  to  me  but  one  Way  in 
Nature,  to  bring  them  decently  together,  which 
was  by  removing  the  Fundamental  Caufe  of 
their  Separation:  If  therefore  without  offending 
Nature  or  Probability,  we  can  make  the  Father 
of  Xlmena  recover  of  his  Wounds,  I  fee  no 
Reafon,  why  every  Auditor  might  not  iw  Ho- 
nour congratulate  their  Happinefs :  By  this  Ex- 
pedient their  Story  is  infl.ru6tive,  and  thefe  He- 

roick 
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roick  Lovers  (land  at  lad  Two  fair  Examples  of 
rewarded  Virtue:  But  ic  is  now  Time  to  con- 
clude. 

Notwithftanding  all  our  critical  Amendments, 
it  muft  be  allow'd,  that  the  firft  Happinefs  of  a 
Tragick  Writerdepends  on  his  Choice  of  a  pro- 
per Subjed,  without  That  his  Art  and  Genius 
are  but  mifemploy'd :  If  therefore  there  be  any 
thing  more  than  my  not  being  a  faificient  Ma- 
fter  of  Stile,  that  could  make  the  Heroick  Daugh- 
ter lefs  fuccefsful  than  the  Cid^  I  can  allow  it 
might  be  likewife  owing  to  the  Subjed,  of 
which  perhaps  the  chief  Characters  are  too  fe- 
verely  Virtuous,  for  the  Homefpun  Morals  of 
our  Englijh  Audience:  Whereas  the  French  run 
inro  the  other  Extreme ;  with  them  your  Hero 
muft  be  Virtuous  even  to  Romance,  or  he  is 
inliifferable  ;  but  Good  Nature  is  fo  diflinguilh- 
ing  a  Charaderiftick  of  the  Englijh^  that -the 
French  have  no  Word  to  exprels  it:  And  the 
Perfons  that  We  often  Thy  m  our  Plays,  a 
French  Critick  would  tell  you  ought  to  be  Hang- 
ed by  Poetical  Juftice.  But  we  are  ^o  tender-^ 
hearted,  that  let  the  Charaders  of  our  Trage- 
dies be  never  fo  Criminal,  yet  if  you  can  but 
make  them  penitent,  and  miferable,  refign'd  and 
humble  \xi  their  Affliclionj,  we  forget  all  their 
old  Faults,  take  them  immediately  into  Favour, 
and  the  Flankerchiefs  of  a  whole  Audience  fliall 
be  wet  v/ith  their  Misfortunes :  This  Effed:  i^ 
frequent  at  the  Tragedy  o{  Venice  Frefervd,  where 
Jaffejr^  after  having  been  aConfpirator  againfl: 
his  Country  from  a  private  Revenge;  after  his 
betraying  that  Confpiracy,  and  the  Life  of  his 
deareft  Friend,  from  the  Importunitiesof  a  Wife, 

whom 
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whom  his  Wcaknefs  could  not  refift,  yet  makes 
his  Peace  with  the  Audience  at  lall,  and  dies 
furrounded  v/ith  their  Compaffion :  I  am  there- 
fore convinc'd,  that  Criminal  Charad:ers  fo 
artfully  conduced,  have  much  the  Advantage 
of  the  Perfedl  and  Biamelefs ;  and  perhaps  'tis 
the  Narrownefs  of  the  Frf/^c/?  Genius,  that  would 
never  let  their  beft  Authors  attempt  to  raife  Com- 
paffion upon  fuch  bold  and  natural  Foundations. 
But  on  the  other  Side,  it  would  be  hard  to  in- 
fer from  hence,  that  Charadrers  nearer  to  Per- 
fedlion  ought  not  as  well  to  appear  the  Princi- 
pals of  Tragedy :  Both  Carlos  and  Ximena  have 
their  ImperfecSions,  and  I  allow  are  mofl:  to  be 
pity'd,  when  they  are  lead  able  to  refill  them ; 
I  cannot  therefore  but  infift,  that  the  Ci^has  all 
the  Greatnefs,  Dignity,  and  Diftrefs  in  the  Sub- 
jed:,  that  Tragedy  requires  ;  and  tho'  it  may  have 
had  too  many  Hearers  of  an  uncultivated  Tafte, 
who  think  it  inclines  totheRomantick;  yet  if  Filial 
Duty,  Love,  andElonour  inthehigheftlnflances 
of  Self  denial,  are  not  imaginary  Virtues,  then 
certainly  all  its  Structures  are  upon  exalted  Na- 
ture :  Let  the  common  Practice  of  Mankind  be 
what  it  will,  it  is  not  Unnatural  to  be  Virtuous; 
and  it  ought  to  be  more  commendable  to  pity 
the  Misfortunes  of  the  Virtuous,  than  of  thofe, 
who  owe  their  Diftrefs  to  their  immediate  Cri- 
minal ConducS.  But  I  am  notwithftanding  wil- 
ling to  compound  for  the  Inference,  by  grant- 
ing, that  when  a  capable  Genius  fets  liimfelf  to 
Work,  there  may  juftly  be  Room  for  Succefs 
upon  either  Foundation. 

P  R  0^ 
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S  oft  in  fortnd  AJfcmhlies  of  the  Fair, 
The  Jirait'Uc^d  Prude  will  no  loofe  Pajfion  hear. 
Beyond  fet  Bounds  no  Lover  mu(i  addrefs^ 
_      But  fecret  Flame  in  diftant  Sighs  ex^refs  ^ 
Tet  if  by  Chance  fome  gay  Coquet  fails  in, 
-^joyous  Murmur  breakj  the  fi  lent  Scene, 
Bach  Heart  relievd  by  her  enlivning  Fire, 
Feels  eafy  Hope,  and  unconfind  Defire  ; 
Then  Jhuddcring  Prudes  with  fecret  Envy  burti. 
And  treat  the  Fcfs,  they  could  not  catchy  with  Scornl 
So  Plays  are  valued ;  not  confind  to  ^{jiles, 
Thcfe  Prudes,  the  Critichj  call  theyn,  Feafts  for  Fools  • 
^nd  if  an  Audience  *gainj}  thofe  R^des  is  wnrmd. 
Or  by  the  lawlefs  Force  of  Genius  charm  d, 
Their  whole  Confederate  Body  is  alnnnd : 
Then  every  Feature's  falfCf  though  ne'er  fo  talking. 
The  Heart's  deceivd,  though  'tis  with  Pler.furc  akjng. 
They'll  prove  your  Charmer's  not  agreeable: 
Thus  far' d  it  with  the  CId  of  Fam'd  Cornellle. 
In  France  'twas  chargd  with  Faults  were  pajl  enduring^ 
But  ftill  had  Beauties  that  were  fo  alluring. 
It  rais'd  the  Envy  of  the  grave  Richlieu, 
And  Spite  of  /?/j  Remarks,  cram'd  Houfes  drew: 
Of  this  AJfertion  if  the  Truth  you'll  k^tioWy 
Two  Lines  will  prove  it  from  the  great  Boileau  ; 
En  vain  centre  le  Cid  un  Miniftre  fe  llgiie. 
Tout  Paris  pour  Chimene  a  Jes  yeux  de  I{cd'igue', 
In  vain  againft  the  Cid  the  Scatefman  arms, 
Paris  with  B^drick^  feels  Ximena's  Charms. 
This  proves y  when  Pajfion  truly  wrought  appears. 
In  Plays  imperfeSl,  'twill  command  your  Tears: 
Tet  thinks  not  from  what's  faid,  we  Joules  defpije, 
To  raife  your  IVcnder  from  Ahfurditics  ; 
As  France  imncvd  it  from  the  Spanifi)  Pen, 
Wc  hope,  new  Britifh,  *tis  tmfrcz'd  agcin: 
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j4nd  though  loft  Tragedy  has  longjeemd  Dead, 

Tct  living  lately  raised  her  awful  Heady 

To  Ni^ht  vcith  Pains  and  Cofi  xce  humbly  fzr he 

To  l^eep  the  Spirit  of  that  Tafte  alive: 

But  if  like  Phaeton,  in  Corneille'j  Carr, 

Th*-  unequal  Mu/e  unhappily  Jhould  err, 

jit  leafi  ycull  own  from  glorious  Heights  Jhe  felt. 

And  there's  feme  Merit  in  attempting  well. 
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Spoken  by  Ximena. 

Well,  sirs ! 

'  M  come  to  tell  you,  that  my  Fears  are  overl 
Iv'e  feen  Papa,  and  have  fecurd  my  Lover  : 
And  troth  I  m  wholly  on  our  /Author's  Side, 
For  had  (as  Corneille  made  him)  Gormaz  d/d, 

I\4y  Part  had  ended  as  it  firft  begun,  ^ 

And  left  me  ft  ill  unmarryd,  and  undone,  > 

Or,  what  were  harder  far,  than  Both—  A  Nun.  -^ 

The  French,  for  Form  indeed,  poft pones  the  IVedding, 

But  gives  her  Hopes  within  a  Tear  of  Bedding. 

Time  cculd  not  tye  her  Marriage  Kriot  with  Honour, 

The  Father's  Death  ftill  left  the  Guilt  uporP  her  : 

The  Frenchman  7?(?/»^  her  in  that  fore  d  Regard, 

The  bolder  Briton  wedds  her  in  [{eward : 

He  kriew  your  Tafte  woud  ne'er  endure  their  Billing 

Shoud  be  fo  long  defer*d,  when  both  were  willing : 

Tour  formal  Dons  of  Spain  an  Age  might  wait. 

But  Englifli  Appetites  are  (loarper  Jet. 

^Tis  true,  this  Difference  we  indeed  difcover,  -^ 

That  though  like  Lions  you  begin  the  Lover,  > 

To  do  you  B^ght,  your  Fury  foon  is  over,  ^ 

Befide  the  Scene  thus  changd,  this  Moral  bears^ 

That  Vertue  never  of  Belief  defpairs : 

But  while  true  Love  is  ftill  in  Plays  ill-fated, 

No  H^mder  you  gay  Sparkj  of  Pleafure  hnte  ity 

Blood fhed  difcourages  what  jfkould  delight  you. 

And  from  a  H^fe,  what  little  J^ubbs  will  fright  you  ?  And 
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And  Virtue  not  ccnftder*d  in  the  Bride, 

How  foon  you  yawn  r,nd  cmfc  the  K^iot  youve  ty*d? 

How  ojt  the  Nyniphf  whofe  pitying  Eyes  give  Quarter^ 

Finds  in  her  Captive  foe  has  cau^:t  a  Tartar  ? 

H^hile  to  her  Spoufe  that  once  Jo  high  did  rate  her. 

She  kindly  gives  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  to  hate  her* 

So  on  the  other  Side  feme  fighing  Swain, 

That  languifhes  in  Love  whole  Tears  in  vain. 

Impatient  for  the  Fe  aft,  refolves  he'll  have  her. 

And  in  his  Hunger  vows  he  II  eat  for  ever^ 

He  thinkj  of  nothing  hut  the  Hony-Moon, 

But  little  thought  he  could  have  dindfo  focn: 

Is  not  this  true  ?  Speak;—  Dearys  of  the  Pit, 

Don  t you  find  too,  how  horribly  you  re  Bit  ? 

For  the  Inftru^ion  therefore  of  the  Free, 

Our  Author  turns  his  juft  Cataftrophe: 

Before  you  wed  let  Love  be  underftocd, 

^ fine  your  Thoughts,  and  chafe  it  from  the  Blood, 

Nor  can  you  then  of  lafting  Joys  defpair. 

For  when  that  Circle  holds  the  Britifh  Fair^ 

Tour  Hearts  may  find  Heroick.  Daughters  there. 
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ACT    the   Firft. 


Alvarez  and  Carlos. 


Ah.  f 


Lliance  !  ha!  and  with  the  Race  of 

Gorma:{  !  ' '  \    . 

My  mortal  Foe  !  The  King  enjoins 

ir,  faydft  thou  ? 
Let  me  not  think  thou  couldft  de- 

fcend  to  ask  it  :  '       . 

Take    heed,^  my  Son,   nor  let  ih^ 
Daughter's  E)es 
Succeed  in  what  the  Father's  Sword  has  fail'd  j 
Since  I  to  Age  have  ftood  his  Hate  unmov'd, 
Be  not  thou  vanquifli*d  by  her  Female  Wiles, 
Nor  ftain  thy  Honour  with  infulted  Love. 

Ctir,  O  taint  not  with  To  hard  a'Thought  her  Vercues, 
Which  (lie  has  prov'd  fincere,   from  Obligations : 
*Tis  to  her  Suit,  I  owe  my  late  Advancement. 
You  know,  my  Lord,  the  Fortune  of  this  Sword 
Redeem'd  her  from  the  Moors,  when  late  their  Captive- 
For  which,  at  her  return  to  Court,*  fhe  fwcU'd 
The  Adion  with  fuch  Praifes  to  the  King, 
He  bad  her  name  the  Honours  cou'd  reward  h; 
She,  confcious  of  our  Houfes  Hate,  iurpriz'd, 
And  yet  difdaining  that  her  Heart  fliou'd  fall 
In  Thanks  below  the  Benefit  receiv'd, 
Warm'd  with  th'  Occafion,  begg'd  his  Roval  Favour 

B  '  Wou'd 
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Wou'd  rank  me  in  the  Field,  the  next  her  Father. 
The  King  comply'd,  and  with  a  Smile  infifted, 
Th^t  from  her  own  fair  Hand  I  fliou'd  receive 
The  Grace.    This  forc'd  me  then  to  vific  her  : 
To  fay  what  foliow'd  from  our  Interview, 
Might  tire,  at  Jeaft,  if  not  offend  your  fijir. 

-5?^.  Not  fo,  m^CarVosj  but  proceed. 

Car.  In  brief; 
The  Queen,  who  now  in  higheft  Favour  holds 
The  fair  Ximena,  foon  perceiv'd  our  Paflion, 
Approv'd  and  cheriOi'd  it ;  our  Houfes  Difcord 
She  knew  of  old,  had  often  fhook  the  Stafe  j 
Whereon  (he  kindly  to  the  King  propos'd 
This  happy  Union,  as  the  fole  Expedient 
To  cure  thofe  Wounds,  and  fortify  his  Throne  : 
Nay,  flie,  Ximem,  if  I  know  her  Thoughts, 
Chiefly  to  that  Regard  refigns  her  Heart. 
O!  fhe  difclaims,  contemns  her  Beauty's  Power,' 
And  builds  no  Merit  but  on  ftable  Vertue. 

Alv.  If  fo,  I  fhou'd  indeed  applaud  her  Spirit. 

Car.  Oh !  had  you  fearch*d  her  Soul  like  rne,  you  wottid 
Repofe  your  Life,  your  Fame,  upon  her  Truth. - 
'Alv.  On  thee  at  Icaft Tm  fure  I  may  ;  I  know 
Thou  lov'ft  thy  Honour  equal  to  Ximena, 
And  to  that  Guard  I  dare  commit  thy  Love, 
Keep  but  that  Union  facred  :  ■- 

Car.  When  I  break  it, 
May  your  Difpleafure,  and  Ximena*s  Scorn, 
Unite  their  Force  to  torture  me  with  Shame : 
But  fee!  (he  comes!  her  Eye,  my  Lord,  has  reach*d  youJ^^> 

[Ximena  entersln 
Mark  her  Concern,  the  Softnefs  of  her  Fear,  i 

O'ercaft  with  Doubt  and  Diffidence  to  meet  you  ; 
One  gentle  Word  from  you  wou'd  chace  the  Cloud, 
And  let  forth  all  the  Luftre  of  her  Soul. 

Alv.  Hail  id\v  Ximena  —  beauteous  Brightnefs,  hall. 
Propitious  be  this  Meeting  to  us  all. 
With  equal  Joy  and  Wonder  I  furvey  Thee, 
How  lovely's  Vertue  in  fo  bright  a  Form  ! 
Thy  Father's  Fiercenefs  all  is  loft  in  thee  ; 
Well  have  thy  Eves  reproach'd  our  Houfes*  Jars, 
And  calm'd  the  Tempefts  that  have  wreck'd  our  Peace; 
What  we  with  falfe  Refentments  but  inflam'd, 
.Thy  nobler  Vertues  have  appeas'd  with  Honour. 

Xim.  Thefe  Prsiifes  from  another  Mouth,  my  Lord, 

Mighc 
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Might  dye  thefe  glowing  Cheeks  with  crimfon  Shame  j 

But  as  they  flow  thus  kindly  from  Ahnre:^, 

From  the  heroick  Sire  of  my  Deliverer, 

As  you  beftow  em,  my  exulting  Heart, 

Tho'  undeferv'd,  receives  with  Joy  the  Sound : 

But  for  thofe  Vertues  you  afcribe  to  me, 

Alas !  they  are  but  copy'd  all  from  thence  ; 

CnrloSf  I  faw,  was  brave,  vicftorious,  great, 

Compallionate 1  am  at  beft  but  grateful • 

Cou'd  I  be  Ms  reduc'd  wich  Obligations  > 
Cou'd  I  retain  our  Houfe's  ancient  Hate, 
When  Carlos  Deeds  To  greatly  had  forgot  it  ? 
If  Heav'n  had  wili'd  our  Feuds  (hou*d  never  end, 
It  wou'd  have  chofe  fome  other  Arm  to  fave  me  : 
But  if  its  kinder  Providence  decrees, 
Ximenns  yielded  Heart  fliou'd  cure  thofe  Ills, 
And.  bind  our  Paflions  in  the  Chains  of  Peace  ; 
Be  wicnefs  that  all  gracious  Heav'n,   I've  gain'd 
The  End,  the  Haven  of  myHopes  on  Earth, 
And  fill'd  the  proudeO;  Sails  of  my  Ambition. 

Alv,  O  Carlos !  Cnrlcs !  we  are  both  fubdu'd  ! 
Where  can  Uich  heav'nly  Sweetncfs  find  a  Foe  ^ 
What  Gorma:{  may  refblve,  his  Heart  can  tell. 
But  mine  no  longer  can  refift  fuch  Vertue  ; 
His  Pride  perhaps  may  triumph  o'^r  my  Weaknefs, 
And  wrong  Ximena  to  infult  Alvare:^:  ,  .  .    .         ^ 

Be  mine  that  Shame,  but  then  be  mine  this  Glory.  {_He'  join^ 
:.'n.-'..:v;  -their 'hands ^ 

That  I  furrender  to  his  Daughter *s  Merit 
All  that  her  Heart  demands,  or  mine  can  give  : 
If  he's  obdurate,  let  her  Wrongs  reproach  him. 

[Don  Sanchez  and  Alonzo  cl-fir'vpig  ^enu 
No  Thanks,  my  Fair ;  for  both  or  neither  are 
Oblig'd  ;  Whatever  may  be  due  to  me, 
Let  Love,  and  mutual  Gratitude  rep^y, 

D.San.  Death  to  mv  Eyes!    /■Uvare:{  joins  their ^ 
Hands!  '  ? 

Alon.  Forbear!  is  this  is  a  Time  forjealoufy  >     r'Apirtl 
D.  San,  Thou,  that  haft    Patience   then,  relievey 

my  Torture. 
Car.  O  Xwiena-l  how  my  Heart's  opprefs'd  with  Shame, 
Thou  giv'ft  me  a  Confuiion  equal  to 
^y  J^y»  I  y^"^  ^""^  Laggard  in  my  Duty, 
I  muft  defpair  to  reach  with  equal  Vermes 
Dread  Gotmn^  Heart,  as  thou  haft  touch'd  Ahnrsi{. 
;,|  B  1  Xlm: 
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Xim.  That  Hope  we  muft  to  Providence  refign  ; 
The  King  intends  this  Day  to  found  his  Temper, 
Which,  tho*  fevere,  I  know  is  generous, 
In  Honour  great,  as  in  Refentments  warm, 
Fierce  to  the  Proud,  but  to  the  Gentle  Yielding  i 
The  Goodnefs  of  4lvare:(  muft  fubdue  him. 

yilon.  My  Lord,  I  heard  the  King  enquiring  for  you.' 

ylh.  Sir,  I  attend  his  Majefty 1  thank  you. 

Xim,  Saw  you  th^  Count,   my  Father,  in  the  Pre  fence  ? 
Alon,  Madam,  I  Ifeft  him  with  the  King  this  Inftant, 
Withdrawn  to  th'  Window,  and  in  Conference. 

Xim»  'Twas  his  Cofenmand  I  fliou'd  attend  him  there. 
/Ih,  Come  fair  Xir^ena,  if  thy  Father  s  Ear 

Inclines    like  mne^  unfrejudicd  to    hear  : 
Bis  Hate  fubdud  will  -publick^  Good  regard. 
And  crown  thy  Virgin  Vertues  with  Reward, 

[Exit,  Alv.  Gar.  Zim^ 
D.  San.  Help  me  Alon:{Of  help  me,  or  I  fink, 
Th'  OpprefTion  is  too  great  for  Nature's  Frame, 
And  all  my  Manhood  reels  beneath  the  Load  ; 
O  Rage ;  O  !  Torment  of  fuccelslefs  Love ! 

Alon.  Alas !  I  warn'd  you  of  this  Storm  before, 
Yet  you,  incredulous  and  deaf,  defpis'd  it ; 
But  fiuce  your  Hopes  are  blafted  in  their  Bloom, 
Since  vow'd  Ximena  never  can  be  yours. 
Forget  the  Folly,  and  refume  your  Reafon  : 
Recover  to  your  Vows  your  Love  betrothed. 
Return  to  Honour,  and  the  wrong'd  Bel:{ara, 

D.SanyJhy  doft  thou  ftill  obftrudt  my  Happinefs^' 
And  thwart  the  Paflion,  that  has  feiz'd  my  Soul  ? 
A  Friend  fliou'd  help  a  Friend  In  his  Extreams, 
And  not  create,  but  diffipate  his  Fears. 
'Tis  true,  I  fee  Ximena  s  Heart  is  given. 
But  then  her  Perfon's  in  a  Father's  Power  ; 
He,  I've  no  Caufe  to  fear,  will  flight  my  Offersl 
Thou  know*ft,  th'  Averfion  that  he  bears  Alvare:^ 
Bars  like  a  Rock  her  Wiflies  from  their  Harbovir ; 
While  Carlos  has  a  Fear,  fliall  I  defpair  ? 
Has  not  the  Count  his  Paffions  too  to  pleafe. 
And  will  he  ftarve  his  Hate  to  feed  her  Love  ? 
May  I  not  hope  he  rather  may  embrace 
The  fiir  Occafion  of  my  timely  Vows, 
To  torture  Carlos  with  a  fure  Defpair, 
And  force  Ximena  to  aflift  his  Triumph. 
Nay,  flie  perhaps,  when  his  Commands  are  fix'd. 
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In  Pride  of  Vertue  may  refift  her  Love, 
Supprefs  the  Paifion,  and  refign  ro  Duty, 

Alon.  Why  will  you  tempt  fuch  Seas  of  wild  Difquier, 
When  Honour  courts  you  in  a  Calm  to  Joy  > 
B^l:(nras  Charms  are  yielded  to  your  Hopes, 
Contraded  to  your  Vows,  and  warm'd  to  Love; 
Ximenn  fcarce  has  Knowledge  of  your  Flame, 
Without  Reproach  (lie  racks  you  with  Defpair, 
And  muft  be  perjur'd  cou'd  her  Heart  relieve  you." 

D.  San,  Let  her  relieve  me,  I'll  forgive  the  Guilr, 
Forget  it,  fmother  in  her  Arms  the  Thought, 
And  drown  the  charming  Falfhood  in  the  Joy. 

Alon,  What  wild  Extravagance  of  youthful  Heat 
Obfcures  your  Honour,  and  deftroys  your  Reafon  ? 

D,  San,  I  am  not  of  that  Lifelefs  Mould  of  Men, 
That  plod  the  beaten  Road  of  vertuous  Lovej 
With  me  'tis  Joyous,  Beauty  gives  Defire, 
Defire  by  Nature  gives  Inftindive  Hone  ; 

The  Phoenix  H^omanfets  hsrjelfon  Fire,  ^ 

Hope  gives  us  Love,  our  Love  ynal[2S  them  defire,  > 

And  in  the  Flames  they  raife,  themfelves  expire  :  ^ 

Alon.  Nor  Love,  nor  Hope  can  give  you  here  Suecefs. 

D.  San,  Let  thofe  defpair,  whofe  PaiTions  have  their  Bounds, 
Whofe  Hopes  in  Hazards,  or  in  Dangers  die  : 
Shew  me  the  Objed  worthy  of  my  Flame, 
Let  her  be  barr'd  by  Obligations,  Friends, 
By  Vows  engag'd,  by  Pride,  Averfion,  all 
The  Common  Letts,  that  give  the  Vertuous  Awe,'' 
My  Love  wou'd  mount  the  tow'ring  Falcon's  Height, 
Cut  thro*  them  All,  like  yielding  Air,  my  Way, 
And  downwards  dart  me  rapid  on  the  Quarry. 

Alon,  Farewel,  my  Lord,  fome  other  Time  perhaps 
This  Rapture  may  fubfide,  and  want  a  Friend  j 
I  fliall  be  glad  to  advife,  when  you  can  hear. 
But  fee,  Bel^ara  comes,  with  Eyes  eonfus'd, 
That  fpeak  fome  new  Dlforder  in  her  Heart. 
Wou'd  you  be  Happy,  Friend,  be  Juft ;  prefervp 
Inviolate  the  Honeft  Vows  you've  made  her.    . 
Farewel,  I  kave  you  to  embrace  th'  Occafion.  lExif, 

Enter  Behara. 
BeL  I  came,  Don  Sanche:(,  to  inform  you  of 
A  Wrong,  that  near  concerns  our  Mutual  Honour; 
*Tis  whifper'd  thro'  the  Court,  that  you  retrat^t 
your  folemn  Vows  by  Contrad  feal'd  to  me, 
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And  with  a  perjur'd  Heart  pnrfue  Ximena ; 
buck  faife  Reporcs  (^lou'd  perifli  in  their  Birth  : 
I've  done  ray  Honeft  Pare,  and  disbelieved  *em. 
Do  your's,  and  by  your  Vows  perform'd  deftroy  themi 
D.  Sail,  Madam,  this  tender  Care  of  me  deferves  • 
Acknowledgments  beyond  my  Power  to  pay; 
But  Vertue  always  is  the  Mark  of  Malice, 
Contempt  the  bed  Return  that  we  <ftn  make  ir; 

Bel.  Vertue  fliou'd  have  (o  ftrid  a  Guard,  as  not 
To  fuffer  ev'n  Sufpicion  to  approach  it. 
For  tho*,  Don  Snnche^,  I  dare  think  you  Juft, 
Yet  while  the  envious  World  believes  you  Falfe^ 
I  feel  their  Infults,  and  endure  the  Shame. 

D.  San.  Malice  fucceeds  when  its  Report's  believ*d,' 
Seem  you  to  (light  it,  and  the  Monfter's  mure. 

Bel,  I  cou'd  have  hop'd  Tome  Caufe  to  make  me  flight  ir,' 
This  cold  Concern  to  fatisfy  my  Fears, 
Proclaims  the  Danger,  and  confirms  them  True : 
jD.  San.  Then  you  believe  me  Falfe  .^ 
Bel.  Believe  it !  Heavn  I 
Am  I  to  doubt .^  What  ev'n  your  Looks,  your  Words, 
Your  faint  Evaiions  faithleslly  confefs? 
Ungrateful  Man !  when  you  betray *d  my  Heart, 
;You  fliou'd  have  taught  me  too  to  bear  the  Wrong.' 

D.  San.  V/hen  Tears  with  Menaces  relieve  their  Grief, 
They  flow  from  Pride,  not  Tendernefs  diftrefl. 
Bel.  Infulting,  horrid  Thought!  am  I  accus'd 
Of  Pride  complaining  from  a  Breaking  Heart  ? 

D.  San.  Behold  th*  unthrifty  Proof  of  Woman's  Love  ! 
Purfue  you  with  the  Sighs  of  faithful  PaiTion, 
You  ftarve  our  pining  Hopes  with  painted  Coynefs^ 
But  if  our  Honeft  Hearts  difdain  the  Yoke, 
Or  feek  from  fweet  Variety,  Relief, 
Alarm'd  to  lofe,  what  you  defpis'd  fecure, 
Your  tremb'ling  Pride  retrads  its  haughty  Air, 
And  yields  to  Love,  purfuing  when  we  fly. 
Thefe  lavifli  Tears  when  I  deferv'd  your  Heart,' 
Had  held  me  fighing  to  be  more  your  Slave ; 
But  to  beflow  them  when  that  Heart's  broke  loofe,' 
When  more  I  merit  your  Contempt  than  Love, 
Arraigns  your  Juftice,  and  acquits  my  Falfhood. 

BeL  Injurious,  falfe,  and  barbarous  ReproachJ" 
Have  I  with-held  my  Pity  from  your  Sighs, 
Or  us'd  with  Rigour  my  once  boundlefs  Power  ? 
Am  I  not  fworn  by  teftify'd  Conf^nr, 

B-/ 
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By  folemn  Vows  contradled,  yielded  your's? 
But  what  avails  rhe  Force  of  Truth's  Appeal, 

Where  th*  Offender  is  himfelf  the  Judge? 

But  yer,  remember,  Tyrant,  while  you  Triumph, 

I  am  Don  Henrkl^s  Daughter,  whom  you  dare  betray  ; 

Hcnrick,  whofe  fam/d  Revenge  of  injur'd  Honour, 

Dares  ftep  as  deep  in  Blood,  as  you  in  Provocations : 

D.  San.  Since  then  yoffr  feeming  Grief's  with  Rage  reliev'ti? 

Hear  me  with  Temper,  Madam,  once  for  all. 

You  urge  our  folemn  Contradt  fworn,  I  own 

The  Fatfl,  but  muft  deny  the  Obligation; 

^Twas  not  to  me,  but  to  a  Father's  Will, 

To  Henricl^s  dread  Commands  your  Pride  fubmitted.' 

Since  then  your  Merit's  to  Obedience  due. 

Seek  your  Reward  from  Duty,  not  from  Sanche;(: 

Your  Slights  to  me  live  yet  recorded  here, 

Nor  can  your  forc'd  SubmiiTions  now  remove  them  : 

Ximenas  fofter  Heart  has  rais'd  me  to 

A  Flame,  that  gives  at  once  Revenge,  and  Rapture.' 

How  far  Don  Henrkk  may  refent  the  Change, 

I  neither  know,  nor  with  Concern  (hall  hear. 

Nay,  truft  your  injur'd  Patience  to  inflame  him. 
Bel.  Inhumane,  vain  Provoker  of  my  Heart, 

I  need  not  urge  the  Ills  that  muft  o'ertake  Thee, 

Thy  giddy  Paiiions  will  without  my  Aid 

Punifh  their  Guilt,  and  to  themfelves  be  fatalJ 

Ximena's  Heart  is  fixt  as  far  above 

Thy  Hopes,  as  Truth  and  Vertue  from  thy  Soul.- 

To  her  avenging  Scorn  I  yield  thy  Love ; 

There,  faithlefs  Wretch,  indulge  thy  vain  Deiires, 

And  ftarve,  like  tortur'd  Tantalus,  in  Plenty ; 
G^-^c?  on  her  Charms  forbidden  to  thy  Tafte, 
Famijht  and  pining  at  the  temptiiig  f-eaft^ 
Still  racktf  and  reaching  at  the  flying  Fair, 
Purfue  thy  Faljhoody  and  embrace  Defpair.  [£-v/^» 

D.  San.  So  raging  Winds  in  furious  Scormsarife, 

Whirl  o*er  our  Heads,  and  are  when  paft  forgotten. 

Enter  Alonzo; 
Alon,  Why,  Sanche:{,  are  you  ftill  refolv'd  oa  Ruin  ? 
I  met  BelT^ara  in  diforder*d  Hafte, 
At  Sight  of  me  (he  ftopt,  and  wou'd  have  fpoke. 
But  Grief  alas  was  grown  too  ftrong  for  Words : 
When  turning  from  my  View  her  mournful  Eyes, 
She  bufft  into  a  Show'r  of  gufhlng  Tears, 
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And  in  the  ConfliA  of  her  Shame  retir'd  : 
O  yet  colledt  your  Temper  into  Thought, 
And  fliun  the  Precipice  that  gapes  before  you  r 
A  Moment  hence,  convinc'd,  your  Eyes  will  fee 
Ximen4  parted  from  your  Hopes  for  ever. 

D.  Snn.  Why  doft  thou  double  thus  my  new  Difqulets? 
For  Pains  forefeen  are  felt  before  they  come. 

Enter  King,  Gormaz,  Alvarez,  Carlos,  Ximena,  ^cl 

Alon.  BehOiM  the  King,  Ahare^,  and  her  Father, 
Be  wife,  tho*  late,  and  profic  from  the  IfTue: 

K^ng,  Count  Gotrn/t:(  you,  and  you  Alvare:(,  hear, 
Tho'  in  the  Camp  your  Swords,  in  Court  your  Counfel^J 
Have  juftly  rais'd  your  Fame  to  envy'd  Heights, 
Yet  iet  me  ftill  deplore  your  Race  and  you. 
That  from  a  long  Defcent  of  Lineal  Heat, 
Your  private  Feuds  as  ofc  have  fliook  the  State,' 
And  what's  the  Source  of  this  upheld  Defiance? 
Alas!  the  ftubborn  Claim  of  ancient  Rank, 
Held  from  a  Two  Days  antedated  Honour, 
Which  gave  the  younger  Houfe  Preheminence. 
How  many  valiant  Lives  have  eas'd  our  Foes 
Of  Fear,  deftroy'd  by  this  contefted  Title; 
And  what's  decided  by  this  endlefs  Valour, 
Whofe  Honour  yet  confelfes  the  Superior? 
While  both  dare  dye,  the  Quarrel  is  Immortal : 
Or  fay  that  Force  on  one  Part  has  prevail'd. 
Is  there  fuch  Merit  in  unequal  Strength  > 
If  Violence  is  Vertue,  Brutes  may  boaft  it: 
Lions  wich  Lions  grapple,  and  difpute; 
But  Men  are  oply  Great,  truly  Victorious, 
When  wich  fuperlor  Reafon  they  fubdue. 
Can  you  then  think  you  are  in  Honour  bound 
To  Heir  the  Follies  of  your  Anceftors  ? 
Since  they  have  left  you  Vercues  and  Renown, 
Tranfmit  not  to  Pofterity  their  Blame. 

Alv.  ^ 

and    >  My  Gracious  Lord-r- 

Gor,    ^ 

King.  Yet  hold,  Til  hear  you  Both. 
Of  your  Compliance,  Gorma:{,  Tve  no  doubtjj 
This  Quarrel  in  your  Nobler  Bread  was  dying. 
Had  nor,  Alv4re:!y  you  reviv'fi  it  ; 

Ah.  I  > 
Wherein,  my  Gracious  Lord^  ftand  I  fu (peded  ?  Ki^^g- 
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Kjng.  "What  fi\^t  cou'd  mean  that  fullen  Gloom  yo\i  worej 
That  confclcus  Difcontent  fo  ill  conceard 
In  vour  abrupt  Retirement  from  our  Court, 
When  lace  the  valiant  Count  was  made  our  General? 
Was't  not  your  own  Requeft,  you  might  refign  it.-' 
Which  tho*,  'tis  true,  you  long  had  fill'd  with  Honour,' 
Was  it  for  you  to  circumfcribe  our  Choice? 
T*  oppofe  from  private  Hate,  the  publick  Good, 
And  in  his  Cafe,  whofe  Merit  had  prefer'd  him? 
When  his  fierce  Temper,  from  Refledion  calm, 
Inclin*d  to  let  the  Embers  of  his  Heat  expire. 
Was  it  well  done  thus  to  revive  the  Flame, 
To  wake  his  jealoas  Honour  to  Refentmenr,' 
And  fhake  that  Union  we  had  laid  to  Heart  ? 
If  thou  haft  ought  to  urge,  that  may  defend 
Thy  late  Behaviour,  or  accufe  his  Conduct, 
Unfold  it  free,  we  are  prcpar'd  to  hear. 

Alv,  Alas,  my  Lord,  the  World  misjudges  me,* 
My  Hate  fuppos'd  is  not  fo  deeply  rooted, 
Age  has  allay 'd  thofe  Feavers  of  my  Honour, 
And  weary  Nature  now  wou'd  reft  from  Paiiions. 
The  Noble  Count,  whofe  warmer  Blood  may  boil^ 
Perhaps  is  ftill  my  Foe :  I  am  not  his. 
Nor  envy  him  thofe  Honours  of  his  Merit. 
Where  Vertue  is,  I  dare  bejnft,  and  fee  it. 
Your  Majefty  has  fpoke  your  Wifdom  in 
Your  Choice,  for  I  have  ktw  his  Arm  deferve  it. 
In  all  the  Sieges,  Battles  I  have  won, 
I  knew  not  better  to  Command,  than  he 
To  Execute :  Thofe  Wreaths  of  Vicftory 
Thatflourifli  ftill  upon  this  hoary  Brow, 
Impartial  I  confefs,  his  adlive  Sword 
^as  lopt  from  Heads  of  Moors,  and  planted  therc^ 

Kjrtg.  How  has  Report,  my  Gorm(i:{,  wrong'd  this  Man? 

Ah.  Nor  was  the  Caufe  of  my  Retirement  more, 
Than  that  I  found  it  Time  to  eafe  my  Age, 
Unfit  for  farther  Adion,  and  bequeath 
My  Son  the  needlefs  Pomp  of  my  PofTeflions. 

Kjng,  Is'r  pofTible  ?  Coud'ft  thou  conceal  this  Goodnefs? 
Cou'd  fecret  Vertue  take  fo  firm  a  Root, 
While  Slander  like  a  Canker  kill'd  its  Beauties? 
Gorma:{y  if  yet  thou  art  not  Paflion's  Slave, 
Take  to  thy  felf  the  Glory  to  reward  him. 

Gor.  My  Lord,  the  Paflions,  that  have  warm*d  this  Breaft, 
Vet  never  ftir'd  but  in  the  Caufe  of  Honour. 

Ho- 
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Honour^s  the  Spring  that  moves  my  adtlve  Life, 
And  Life's  a  Torment,  while  that  Right's  invaded. 
Shew  me  the  Man  whofe  Merit  claims  my  Love, 
Whofe  milder  Virtues  modeftly  aflfail  me, 
And  Honour  throws  me  at  his  Feet  fubmilTivc. 
In  Proof  of  this,  there  needs  but  now  to  own, 
The  generous  Advances  of  Alvare:{, 
Have  turned  my  fierce  Refentments  Into  Shame. 
What  can  I  more?  My  Words  but  faintly  fpeak  me.' 
But  fjnce  my  King  feems  pleas*d  with  my  Converfion, 
My  Heart  and  Arms  are  open  to  embrace  him. 

K^ng.  Receive  him,  Soldier,  to  thy  Heart,  and  give 
Your  King  this  Glory  of  your  Mutual  Conqueft. 

[Jhcy  cmhrac-sl 

Xim,  Aufpicious  Omen ! 

C^r.  O  iranfporting  Hope! 

D.  San,  Adders  and  Serpents  mix  In  their  Embraces. 

[Apart', 

Kjng,  O  Gorma:{l  O  Alvare:(!  ftop  not  here, 
Confine  not  to  your  {elves  your  ftinted  Vertue, 
But  in  this  noble  Ardour  of  your  Hearts, 
Secure  to  your  Pofterity  your  Peace : 

[^Carlos  and  Ximena  kp^eL 
Behold  the  lifted  Hands,  that  beg  the  BleiTing, 
The  Hearts  that  burn  to  ratify  the  Joy, 
And  to  your  Heirs  unborn  tranfmit  the  Glory. 

Gor.  Receive  her,  Carlos^  from  a  Father's  Hand, 
^Whofe  Heart  by  Obligations  was  fubdu'd  ; 

Ah,  Accept,  Ximena^  all  my  Age  holds  dear,  ] 
Not  to  my  Bounty,  but  thy  Merit  due. 

Kjng,  O  manly  Conqueft !  O  exalted  Worth  ! 
What  Honours  can  we  offer  to  applaud  it  ? 
To  grace  this  Triumph  of  Ximena's  Eyes, 
Let  Publick  Jubilee  conclude  the  Day. 
Sound  all  our  fprightly  Inftruments  of  War, 
Fifes,  Clarions,  Trumpets,  fpeak  the  general  Joy.' 

Ah.  Raife  high  the  Clangor  of  your  lofty  Notes, 
Sound  Peace  at  Home — 

Gor,  And  Terror  to  our  Foes. 

KJng,  Let  the  loud  Cannon  from  the  Ramparts  roar, 

Gor,  And  make  the  frighted  Shores  of  Africk  ring^ 

Car,  Long  Ihe  I  and  ever  Glorious  live,  the  Kjng, 

[^Trumpets  and  Volleys  at  a  Dijlaneel 

'Ah.  O  may  this  glorious  Day  for  ever  ftand 
Fam'd  in  the  Rolls  of  late  Recorded  Time. 
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King,  This  happy  Union  fixt,  my  Lords,  we  novv 
Muft  crave  your  Counfel  in  our  State's  Defence- 
Letters  this  Morn  alarm  us  with  Defigns 
The  Moors  are  forming  to  invade  our  Realms  ; 
tut  let  them  be,  we're  now  prepar'd  to  meet  them^ 

The  Prince  that  vpoudfit  free  from  foreign  Fears^ 
Shcu'dfirji  with  Peace  compoje  intejiine  Jarrs^ 
Of  Hearts  united  while  fecure  at  Homey 
fiis  rajh  Invaders  to  their  Graves  mufi  corne. 


TheEhd  pf  theFIrft  ACTJ 


ACT. 


ACT  the  Second- 
Enter  Don  Sanchez. 

Elentlefs  Fortune !  thou  haft  done  thy  Parri 
Negled:ed  nothing  to  oppofe  my  Love, 
But  thou  flaalt  find,  in  thy  Defpighr,  Til  onj 
\Ver*c  thou  not  blind  indeed,  thou  had'ft  toxtZ 
feen 

The  Honour  done  this  Hour  to  old  Alvare:^^ 
His  being  nam'd  the  Prince's  Governor, 
(Which  1  well  know  th'  ambitious  Gorma:^  aim'd  at) 
Muft  like  a  Wildfire's  Rage  embroil  their  Union, 
Rekindle  Jealou{ie$  in  Gormn:(  Heart, 
Whofe  fatal  Flame  muft  bury  all  in  Aflies: 
But  fee,  he  comes,  and  feems  to  ruminate 
>Vith  peniive  Grudge  the  King's  too  partial  Favour: 

Gormaz  on  the  ether  Side. 

Gor,  The  King  methinks  is  fudden  in  his  Choice—^ 
'Tis  true,  I  never  fought  (but  therefore  is 
Not  lefs  the  Merit)  nor  obliquely  hinted, 
That  I  defir'd  the  Office —  He  has  heard 
Me  fay,  the  Prince  his  Son  I  thought  was  now 
Of  Age  to  change  his  pratling  Female  Court, 
And  claim'd  a  Governor's  inftrudtive  Guidance—^ 
Th'  Advice  it  feems  was  fit —  but  not  th*  Advifer-^- 
Be't  fo —  why  is  Alvare:{  then  the  Man  ? 
He  may  be  qualify 'd —  I'll  not  difpute — 
But  was  not  Gorma:{  too  of  equal  Merit  ? 
Let  me  not  think  Ahares;^  plays  me  foul — 
That  cannot  be —  he  knew  I  wou'd  not  bear  iN-r 
And  yet  why  he's  fo  fuddenly  prefer'd— 
I'll  think  no  more  on't —  Time  will  foon  refolve  me. 

Z>.  Satj.  Not  to  difturb,  my  Lord,  your  graver  Thoughts^ 
May  I  prefume — 

Gor^  Don  Sanche:{  may  command  me.  -^ 

This  youthful  Lord  is  fworn  our  Houfes  Friend,     c     Afidel 
If  there's  a  Caufe  for  jealous  Thought,  he'll  find  it. 

£).  San] 
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D.  Snn.  I  hear,  my  Lord,  the  King  has  frefh  Advice  receiv'd 
Of  a  defign'd  Invafion  from  rhe  Moors, 
Holds  it  confirm'd,   or  is  ic  only  Rumour  ? 

Gor.  Such  new  Alarms  indeed  his  Letters  bring, 
But  yet  their  Grounds  feem'd  doubtful  at  the  Council. 

D.  San,   May  it  not  prove  fome  Policy  of  State  ? 
Some  bugbear  Danger  of  our  own  creating  ? 
The  King  I  have  obferv'd  is  skill'd  in  Rule, 
Perfed  in  all  the  Arts  of  tempering  Minds, 
And  —  for  the  publick  Good  —  can  give  Alarms 
Where  Fears  are  not,  and  hufh  them  where  they  are. 

Gor.  'Tis  fo  !  he  hints  already  at  my  Wrongs.  [^y}fdel 

D.  San,  Not  but  fuch  Prudence  well  becomes  a  Prince  : 
For  Peace  at  Hoiae  is  worth  his  deareft  Purchafe : 
Yet  he  that  gives  his  juft  Refentments  up, 
Tho'  honour'd  by  the  Royal  Mediation, 
And  rees  his  Enemy  enjoy  the  Fruits, 
Muft  have  more  Vertues  than  his  King,  to  bear  it  — ^ 
Perhaps,  my  Lord,  I  am  not  underftood, 
Nay,  hope  my  jealous  Fears  have  no  Foundation  ; 
But  when  the  Tyes  of  Friendfhip  Ihail  demand  it, 
Don  Sanche:^  wears  a  Sword  that  will  revenge  you.     {^GjjW, 

Gor,  Don  Sanche:(,  ftay  —  I  think  thou  arc  my  Friend, 
Thy  noble  Father  oft  has  ferv'd  me  In 
The  Caufe  of  Honour,  and  his  Caufe  was  mine. 
What  thou  haft  faid,  fpeaks  thee  BaUha:(a/s  Son, 
I  need  not  praife  thee  more  —  If  I  deferve 
Thy  Love,  refufe  not  what  my  Heart's  concern'd 
To  ask ;  fpeak  freely  of  the  King,  of  me, 
Of  old  Mvare:{f  of  our  late  Alliance, 
And  what  has  foilow'd  fince  :  then  fum  the  Whole, 
And  tell  me  truly,  where  the  Account's  unequal : 

D.  San.  My  Lord,  you  honour  with  too  great  a  Truft 
The  Judgment  of  my  unexperienc'd  Years, 
Yet  for  the  Time  I  have  obferv'd  on  Men, 
I've  always  found  the  generous  open  Heart 
Betray *d,  and  made  the  Prey  of  Minds  below  irJ 
O !  'tis  the  Curfe  of  manly  Vertue,  that 
Cowards,  with  Cunning,  are  too  ftrong  for  Heroes: 
And  (ince  you  prefs  me  to  unfold  my  Thoughts, 
I  grieve  to  fee  your  Spirit  fo  defeated. 
Your  juft  Refentments  by  vile  Arts  of  Court, 
Beguii  d,  and  melted  to  refign  their  Terror. 
Your  honeft  Hate,  that  had  for  Ages  ftood, 
Unmov'd,  and  firmer  from  your  Foes  Defiance,' 

Now 
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Now  fapp'd,  and  undermin'd  by  his  SubmifTion. 

Alvare;^  knew  you  were  impregnable 

To  Force,  and  chang'd  the  Soldier  for  the  Scatefman  5 

While  you  were  yec  his  Foe  profefs'd, 

He  durft  not  take  thefe  Honours  o'er  your  Head  ; 

Had  you  ftill  held  him  at  his  Diftance  due. 

He  wou  d  have  trembl'd  to  have  fought  this  Office.' 

When  once  the  King  inclin'd  to  make  his  Peace, 

I  faw  too  well  the  Secret  on  the  Anvil, 

And  foon  foretold  the  Favour  that  fucceeded : 

Alas  !  this  Projed  has  been  long  concerted, 

Refolv'd  in  private  'twixt  the  King  and  him,' 

Laid  out  and  manag'd  here  by  fecret  Agents, 

While  he,  good  Man,  knew  nothing  of  the  Honour^ 

But  from  his  fweet  Repofe,  was  dragg'd  t'  accept  it* 

O !  it  inflames  my  Blood  to  think  his  Fear^ 

Shou  d  get  the  Start  of  your  unguarded  Spirit, 

And  proudly  vaunt  it  in  the  Plumes  he  ftole 

From  you. 

Gor,  O.'  Sanches^y  thou  haft  fir*d  a  Thought, 
That  was  before  but  dawning  in  my  Mind  : 
O !  now  afrefti  it  ftrikes  my  Memory, 
With  what  diffembled  Warmth  the  artful  King 
Firft  charged  his  Temper  with  the  Gloom  he  worc^ 
When  I  fupply'd  his  late  Command  of  General. 
Then  with  what  fawning  Flattery  to  me, 
Mvares^y  Fear  difguis'd  his  trembling  Hate, 
And  footh'd  my  yielding  Temper  to  believe  him.' 

D,  San,  Not  Flattery,  my  Lord  ;  tho*  I  muft  grant^ 
*Twas  Praife  well  tim*d,  and  therefore  skilful. 

Gor.Now  on  my  Soul,  from  him  'twas  loathfome  Daubing.^ 
I  take  thy  Frienfliip,  Sanches^,  to  my  Heart ; 
And  were  not  my  Ximena  ralhly  promised 

D.  Snn,  Ximenas  Charms  might  grace  a  Monarch's  Bed, 
Nor  dares  my  humble  Heart  admit  the  Hope, 
Or,  if  it  durft,  fome  fitter  Time  fhou'd  fhew  it, 
kefults  more  prelTing  now  demand  your  Thought} 
Firft  eafe  the  Pain  of  your  depending  Doubt, 
Divide  this  fawning  Couraer  from  the  Friend. 

Gor.Which  way  (liall  I  receive,  or  thank  thy  Love  ^ 

D.San.  My  Lord,  you  over-race  me  now —  but  fee, 

Alvarc:(  comes now  probe  his  hollow  Heart, 

Now  while  your  Thoughts  are  warm  with  his  Deceit, 

And  mark  how  calmly  he'll  evade  the  Charge  ; 

My  Lord,  I'm  gone.  ^Exit'. 

Ger.  I  am  thy  Friend  for  ever.'  Mnter 
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Enter  Alvarez. 

^Alv.  My  Lord,  the  King  is  walking  forth  to  fee 
The  Prince,  his  Son,  begin  his  Horfemanfliip  ; 
If  you're  inclined  Co  fee  him,  I'll  attend  you.  ^ 

Gor.  Since  Duty  calls  me  not,  I  have  no  Delight 
To  be  an  idle  Gaper  on  another's  Buiinefs. 
You  may  indeed  find  Pleafure  in  the  Office, 
Which  you've  fo  artfully  contriv'd  to  fit. 

Alv,  Contriv'd,  my  Lord !  I'm  forry  fuch  aThought 
Can  reach  the  Man,  whom  you've  fo  late  embraced. 

Gor.  Men  are  not  always  what  they  feem  :  This  Honour, 
Which  in  another's  Wrong,  you've  bartered  for, 
Was  at  the  Price  of  thofe  Embraces  bought 

Ah.  Ha !  bought  ?  Fo*-  Shame  fupprefs  this  poor  Sufpicion  : 
For  if  you  think,  you  can't  but  be  convinc'd. 
The  naked  Honour  of  Ahare:(  fcorns 
Such  bafe  Difguife  -.—  yet  paufe  a  Moment  — * 
Since. our  great  Matter  with  fuch  kind  Concern 
Himfelf  has  interpos'd  to  heal  our  Feuds, 
Let  us  not  thanklefs  rob  him  of  the  Glory, 
And  undeferve  the  Grace  by  new  falfe  Fears.  ..-.likii' 

Gor,  Kings  are  alas !  but  Men,  and  forai*d  like  us,' 
Subjed  alike  to  be  by  Men  deceiv*d  ^ 
The  blufliing  Court  from  this  rafh  Choice  will  fee. 
How  blindly  he  o'erlooks  fuperior  Merit. 
Cou'd  no  Man  fill  the  Place  but  worn  Alvare:{  ? 

Ah,  Worn  more  with  Wounds  and  Vidlories  than  Age,   . 
Who  (lands  before  him  in  great  Actions  paft  ? 
But  I'm  to  blame  to  urge  that  Merit  now. 
Which  will  but  fhock  what  Reafoning  may  convince. 

Gor.  The  fawning  Slave  !  O  Sanche;{!  how  I  thank  thee  /--- 

[A/ids. 

Ah.  You  have  a  vertuous  Daughter,  I  a  Son, 
Whofe  fofter  Hearts  our  m.utual  Hands  have  rais'd 
Ev*n  to  the  Summit  of  expeded  Joy  ; 
If  no  Regard  to  me,   yet  let  at  leaft 
Your  Pity  of  their  PafTions  rein  your  Temper. 

Gor.  O  needlefs  Care  !  to  nobler  Objects  now 
That  Son  be  fure  in  Vanity  pretends, 
While  his  high  Father's  Wifdom  is  preferr*d 
To  guide  and  govern  our  great  Monarch's  Son, 
His  proud  afpiring  Heart  forgets  Xrmena  ; 
Think  not  of  him,  but  your  fuperior  Care, 
Inftru(5l  the  Royal  Youth  to  rule  with  Awe 
His  future  Subjects  trembling  at  his  Frown  5 

Teach 
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Teach  him  to  bind  the  Loyal  Heart  in  Love, 
The  bold  and  fadious  in  the  Chains  of  Fear  ; 
Join  to  thefe  Vertues  too  your  warlike  Deeds, 
Inflame  him  with  the  vaft  Fatigues  you've  t)orn," 
But  now  are  paft,  to  (hew  him  by  Example, 
And  give  him  in  the  Clofet  fafe  Renown  : 
Read  him  what  (torching  Suns  he  muft  endure ; 
What  bitter  Nights  muft  wake,   or  fleep  in  ArmSj 
To  Counter-march  the  Foe,  to  give  th*  Alarm, 
And  to  his  own  great  Conduct  owe  the  Day. 
Mark  him  on  the  Chares  the  Order  of  the  Battle, 
And  make  him  from  your  Manufcripts  a  Hero. 

Alv,  III  temper'd  Man  !   thus  to  provoke  the  Heart> 
JA^hofe  tortur'd  Patience  is  thy  only  Friend. 

Gor,  Thou  only  to  thy  felf  can'ft  be  a  Friend  ; 
I  tell  thee,   falfe  Alvare:^,  thou  haft  wrong'd  me. 
Haft  bafely  robb'd  me  of  my  Merits  Right, 
And  intercepted  oiir  young  Prince's  Fame  5 
His  Youth  with  me  had  found  the  adive  Proof, 
The  living  Pradtice  of  experienced  War  ; 
Tbis  Sword  had  taught  him  Glory  in  the  Field, 
At  once  his  great  Example,  and  his  Guard  : 
His  unfledg*d  Wings  from  me  had  learnt  to  foar,' 
And  ftrike  at  Nations  trembling  at  my  Name : 
This  I  had  done,  but  thou,  with  fervile  Arts, 
Haft  fawning  crept  into  our  Mafter's  Breaft, 
Elbow'd  fuperior  Merit  from  his  Ear, 
And,  like  a  Courtier,   ftole  his  Son  from  GloryJ 

^  Alv.  Hear  me,  proud  Man  —  for  now  I  burn  to  fpeak,' 
Since  neither  Truth  can  fway,  nor  Temper  touch  thee  j 
Thus  I  retort  with  Scorn  thy  flandr'ous  Rage : 
Thou !  thou  the  Tutor  of  a  Kingdom's  Heir ! 
Thou  guide  the  PafHons  of  o'er-boiiing  Youth, 
That  can'ft  not  in  thy  Age  yet  rule  thy  own  ! 
For  fliame  retire,  and  purge  th*  imperious  Heart, 
Reduce  thy  arrogant,  felf-judging  Pride, 
Correal  the  Meannefs  of  thy  groveling  Soul, 
Chafe  damn'd  Sufpicion  from  thy  manly  Thoughts, 
And  learn  to  treat  with  Honour   thy  Superior. 

Gor.  Superior,  ha!  dar'ft  thou  provoke  me  Traytor.> 

Alv,  Unhand  me.  Ruffian  !  left  thy  Hold  prove  fatal. 

Gor.  Take  that!  audacious  Dotard.  {J^nik^s  him, 

Alv.  O  !  my  Blood ! 
Flow  forward  to  my  Arm  to  chain  this  Tyger. 
If  thou  art  brave,  no\v  bear  ih(;e  like  a  Man, 

And 
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And  quit  my  Honour  of  rhis  vile  Difgrace.     [TAfr  fight,  Al- 
varez is  a'ifaund, 
O  feeble  Life  !  I  have  too  long  endur'd  thee. 

Gor.  Thy  Sword  is  mine,  take  back  th' inglorious  Trophy, 
Which  wou'd  difgrace  thy  Vidor's  Thigh  to  wear ; 
Now  forward  to  thy  Charge,  read  to  the  Prince 
This  martial  Ledlure  of  thy  fam'd  Exploits, 
And  from  this  wholefome  Chaftifemenr,  learn  thoa 
To  tempt  the  Patience  of  offended  Honour.  \ExU, 

Ah,  O  Rage  !  O  wild  Defpair  !  O  helplefs  Age! 
Wert  thou  but  lent  me  to  furvive  my  Honour  ? 
Ami  with  martial  Toils  worn  Grey,  and  fee 
At  laft  one  Hour's  Blight  lay  wafte  my  Laurels  ? 
Is  this  fam'd  Arm  to  me  alone  defencelefs? 
Has  it  lb  often  prop'd  this  Empire's  Glory, 
Fenc'd  like  a  Rampart  the  Caftilinn  Throne, 
To  me  alone  difgraceful  !  to  its  Mafter  ufelefs  ! 
O  fharp  Remembrance  of  departed  Glory  ! 
O  fatal  Dignity  too  dearly  purchas'd  ! 
Now,  haughty  Gorni^:(,  now  guide  thou  my  Prince; 
Infulted  Honour  is  unfit  t*  approach  him. 
And  thou  once  glorious  Weapon,    fare  thee  well. 
Old  Servant  worthy  of  an  abler  Mafter, 
Leave  now  for  ever  his  abandon'd  Side, 
And  to  revenge  him,  grace  fome  nobler  Arm. 
My  Son! 

Enter  Carlos. 
O  Carlos !  can'ft  thou  bear  Dishonour  > 

Car.  What  Villain  dares  occafion,  Sir,  the  Queftlon.^ 
Give  me  his  Name,  the  Proof  fliall  anfwer  him. 

Alv.  O  juft  Reproach  !  O  prompt  refentful  Fire  ! 
My  Blood  rekindles  at  thy  manly  Flame; 
And  glads  my  labouring  Heart  with  Youth's  Return. 

Up,  up,  my  Son I  cannot  fpeak  my  Shame—— 

Revenge,  Revenge  me  ! 

Car.  O  my  Rage  !  of  what  ? 

Alv.  Of  an  Indignity  fo  vile,  my  Hear: 
Redoubles  all  its  Torture  to  repeat  it. 
^A  Blow  !  a  Blow  !  my  Boy. 

Car.  Diftradion  !  Fury  / 

Alv.  In  vain,  alas,  this  feeble  Arm  aflali'd 
With  mortal  Vengeance  the  Aggreflbr's  Heart: 
He  dally'd  with  my  Age,  o'erborn,  infuhed. 
Therefore  to  thy  young  Arm  for  lure  Revenge 
My  Soul's  Diftrefs  compiits  my  Sword  and  Caufe : 

C  Purfue 
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Purfue  him,  Cnrlcs,  to  the  World's  laft  Bounds, 
And  from  his  Heart  tear  back,  our  bleeding  HonourJ 
Nay,  to  inflame  thee  more,  thou*lt  find  his  Brow 
Cover'd  with  Laurels,  and  far  fam'd  his  Prowefs  j 
Oh !  I  have  {t^n  him  dreadful  in  the  Field, 
Cut  thro'  whole  Squadrons  his  deftrudive  way. 
And  fnatch  the  gore-dy'd  Standard  from  the  Foe. 

Car.  O  Rack  not  with  his  Fame  my  tortur'd  Heart,' 
That  burns  to  know  him,  and   eclipfe  his  Glory.- 

Alv.  Tho'  I  forefee,  'twill  ftrike  thy  Soul  to  hear  it, 
Yet  (ince  our  gafping  Honour  calls  for  thy 

Relief O  Carlos,  'tis  Ximenas  Father 

Car,  Ha  ! 

Alv.  Paufe  not  for  a  Reply 1  know  thy  Love, 

I  know  the  tender  Obligations  of  thy  Heart, 
And  ev'n  lend  a  Sigh  to  thy  Diftrefs. 
I  grant,  Xlmena.  dearer  than  thy  Life  ; 
But  wounded  Honour  muft  furmount  them  both. 
I  need  not  urge  thee  more ;  thou  know'ft  my  Wrong,' 
'Tis  in  thy  Heart,  and  in  thy  Hand  the  Vengeance : 
Blood  only  is  the  Balm  for  Grief  like  mine, 
lyhkb  till  ohtamd,  I  vpill  in  Darknefs  mourn, 
Nor  lifi  my  Eyes  to  Light,  till  thy  B^turn, 
But  hafte,  overtake  this  Blafter  of  my  Name, 
Fly  Jvoift  to  Vengeance,  and  bring  hack,  my  Fame.  [Exit^i 

Car.  Relentlels  Heav'n  .'  is  all  thy  Thunder  gone  ! 
Not  one  Bolt  left  to  finifli  my  Defpair  } 
Lie  ftill  my  Heart,  and  clofe  this  deadly  Wound  ! 
Stir  not  to  Thought,   for  Motion  is  thy  Ruin  : 
But  fee,  the  frighted  poor  Ximena  comes. 
And  with  her  Tremblings,  ftrikes  thee  cold  as  Death. 
My  helplefs  Father  too,  o'erwhelm'd  with  Shame, 
Begs  his  Difmiflion  to  his  Grave  with  Honour. 
Ximena  weeps,  Heart-pierc'd  Alvare:{  groans : 
Rage  lifts  my  Sword,  and  Love  arrefts  my  Arm  ; 
O!  double  Torture  of  diftrading  Woe. 
Is  there  no  Mean  betwixt  thefe  iharp  Extreams  ? 
Muft  Honour  perifli,  if  I  fpare  my  Love  ? 
O  ignominous  Pity  !  fliameful  Softnefs !  '^ 

Muft  I  to  right  Alvare:{,  kill  Ximena  ? 
O  cruel  Vengeance  !  O  Heart- wounding  Honour  ! 
Shall  I  forfake  her  In  her  Soul's  Extreams, 
Deprefs  the  Vertue  of  her  filial  Tears, 
And  bury  in  a  Tomb  our  Nuptial  Joy  ? 
Shall  that  juft  Honour  that  fubdu'd  her  Heart,' 

Nov? 
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Now  build  its  Fame  relentlefs  on  htr  Sorrows. 
Jnftrudt  me,  Heav'n,  that  gav*ft  me  this  D'flrefs, 
To  chufe,  and  bear  me  worthy  of  my  Being! 
O  Love!  forgive  me,  if  my  hurry'd  Soul 
Shou'd  acft  with  Error  in  this  Storm  of  Fortune  ! 
For  Heav'n  can  tell  what  Pangs  I  itt\  to  fave  thee ! 

But  hark  !  the  Shrieks  of  drowning  Honour  call! 

'Tis  linking,  gafping,  while  I  ftand  in  Paufe, 

Plunge  in  my  Heart,  and  fave  it  from  the  Billows. 

It  will  be  fo the  Blow's  too  lliarp  a  Pair^ 

And  Vengeance  has  at  leaft  tlis  juft  Excufe, 

That  ev'n  Ximena  blufnes,  while  I  bear  it  ; 

Her  generous  Heart,  that  was  by  Honour  won, 

Muft,  when  that  Honour's  ftain'd,  abjure  my  LoveJ 

O  Peace  of  Mind,  farewel  !  l^venge\  I  come  I 
And  raife  thy  Altar  on  a  mournful  Tomb, 


The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


C  %  ACT. 


ACT    the   Third, 

Garcia  and  Gormaz. 


Got.  ^^^IcS.HE  King  is  Matter  of  his  Will  and  me:    ^  , 
Buc  be  it  as  it  may  —  what's  done's  Irre- 
vocable. 
Gar.  My  Lord,  you  ill  receive  this  Mark 
of  Favour, 

And  while  thus  obftinate,  inflame  your  Fault. 
When  foveraign  Power  defcends  to  ask  of  Subjedls 
The  due  Submiirion,  which  its  Will  may  force, 
Your  Danger's  greater  from  fuch  (lighted  Mildnefs, 
Than  (hou'd  you  difobey  its  full  Commands. 

Gor.  The  Confequence,  perhaps,  may  prove  it  fo. 
Gar.  Have  you  no  Fear  Of  what  his  FroWn  may  do  ? 
Gor.  Has  he  no  Fear  of  what  my  Wrongs  may  do  ? 
Men  of  my  Rank  are  not  in  Hours  undone ; 
When  I  am  crufh'd,  I  fall  with  Vengeance  round  me.' 

Gar.  The  rafli  Indignity  you've  done  Alvare:(, 
Without/ome  Proof  of  Wrong,  bears  no  Excufe. 

Gor.  I  am  my  felf  the  judge  of  what  I  feel, 
I  feel  him  falfe,  and  feeling  muft  refent. 

Gar.  Shall  it  be  deem'd  a  Falfliood  to  accept 
A  Dignity  by  Royal  Hands  conferr'd  ? 

Gor.  He  fhou'd  have  wav'd  it ;  firft  confulted  me.' 
He  might  have  held  me  dill  his  Friend  fincere, 
Have  fhar'd  my  Fortunes,  as  a  Friend  intreating  ; 
But  bafely  thus  to  out  me  of  my  Right, 
By  treacherous  Ac5ls  to  do  me  private  Wrong, 
Is  what  I  never  can  forgive,  and  have  refented. 

Gar.  But  in  this^ Violence  you  offend  the  King, 
The  Sanction  of  whofe  Choice  claim'd  more  Regard. 

Gor.  Why  am  I  fretted  with  thefe  Chains  of  Honour, 
Lefs  free  than  others  in  my  juft  Refentments  ; 
Who  unprovok'd  my  felf,   do  no  Man  Wrong, 
But  injur'd,   am  as  Storms  implacable. 

Gar.  My  Lord,  this  ftubborn  Temper  will  undo  you. 
Gor.  Then,  Sir,  Alvare:{  will   be  fatisfy'd. 
Gar.  Be  yet  perfwaded,  and  compofe  this  Broil. 
Gor,  My  Refolution's  fix'd  5  let's  wave  the  Subjedl. 

Car, 
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Gar,  Will  you  refufe  all  Terms  of  Reparation  ? 

Gor,  All !  all !  that  are  not  from  my  Honour  due  ! 

Gnr.  Dare  you  not  uruft  that  Honour  with  your  King  ? 

Qor.  My  Life's  my  King's !  my  Honour  is  my  own. 

Gar.  What's  then  in  fliort  your  Aiifwer?    For  the  King 
Expeds  it  on  my  firft  Return. 

Gor.  *Tis  this, 
That  I  dare  die,  but  cannot  bow  to  Shame. 

Gar,  My  Lord,  I  take  my  Leave. 

Gor.  Don  Garcias  Servant.  \^Extt  Garcia. 

Who  f^ars  not  Death,  fmiles  at  the  Frowns  of  Power. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Car.  My  Lord,  your  Leave  to  talk  with  you. 

Gor.  Be  free. 
I  did  exped  you  on  this  late  Occafion. 

Car,  I'm  glad  to  find  you  do  my  Honour  right, 
And  hope  you'll  not  refufe  it  wrong'd  Alvnre:{, 

Gor.  He  had  a  Sword  to  right  himfelf. 

Car,  That  Sword  is  here. 

Gor.  'Tis  well;  the  Place-— —and  let  our  Time  be  fhorr. 

Car.  One  Moment's  Refpite  for  Ximenas  fake, 
She  has  not  wrong'd  me,    and  my  Heart  wou'd  fpare  her  ; 
We  both,  without  a  Stain  to  cither's  Honour, 
May  pity  her  Diftrefs,  and  paufe  to  fave  hep. 
Nor  need  I  blufh,  that  I  fufpend  my  Caufe, 
Since  with  its  Vengeance  her  fure  Woes  are  blended  • 
Not  for  my  ^t\^,  but  for  her  tender  fake, 
I  bend  me  to  the  Earth,  and  beg  for  Mercy, 
Let  not  her  Vertues  futier  for  her  Love  ; 
O  !   lay  not  on  her  Innocence  the  Grief 
Of  a  mourn'd  Father's,  or  a  Lover's  Blood  : 

0  !   fpare  her  Sighs,  prevent  her  ftreaming  Tears  5 
Stop  this  Effulion  of  my  bleeding  Honour, 

And  heal,  if  poifible,  its  Wounds  with  Peace. 

Gcr.   What  you  have  ofFer'd  for  Ximena's  fake, 
Will,   in   her  Gratitude,   be  full  repaid  ; 
And  for  the  Peace  you  ask,  that's  yours  to  give. 
Submiflion  'tis  in  vain  to  hope,  for  know, 

1  have  this  Hour  refus'd  it  to  the  King. 

Thy  Father's  Arts  betray 'd  m.y  Friendfhip's  Fairh  j 

I  felt  the  Wrong,  and  as  I  ought,  reveng'd  it. 

We're  now  on  equal  Terms  :  but  if  bis  Caufe 

So  deep  is  in  thy  Heart,   that  thou  refolv'ft. 

With  fruitlefs  Vengeance,  to  provoke  my  Rage, 

Then  thou,  not  I,  art  Author  pf  thy  Ruine.  C»??, 
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Car,  Support  me  now,  X/»je«<?,  guard  my  Heart,  7  ^yj^^; 
And  bar  this  prefllng  Provocation's  Entrance.  J 

Have  I,  my  Lord,  in  Perfon  wrong'd  you  ? 

Got.  No. 

Car,  Why  then  thefe  faral  Cruelties  to  me,' 
That  I  muft  lofe,  or  v/rcng  Ximenas  Love  ? 
For  fne  muft  fcorn  me,   fliou'd  I  bear  my  Shame; 
Or  fly  me,   tho*  my  Honour  fhou'd  revenge  it. 

Gdy.  Place  that  to  thy  Misfortune,  not  to  me. 

Car,  Not  to  you  ? 
Am  I  not  forc'd  by  Wrongs,  I  blufu  to  name. 
To  profecute  this  fatal  Reparation  ? 
Which,  had  you  Temper,  or  a  Feeling  here  ; 
Had  you  the  Spirit  to  confefs  your  Error, 
Your  Heart's  Confufion  had  fubdu'd  Alvare:{, 
And  thrown  you  at  his  injur'd  Feet  for  Pardon.' 

Gov.  If  thou  comeft  here  to  talk  me  from  my  Senfe, 
Or  think'ft  with  Words  t'  extenuate  his  Guilt, 
Thou  offer'ft  to  the  Winds  thy  forcelefs  Plea. 
I  will  not  bear  the  mention  of  his  Truth  ; 
His  Falfliood's  here,  'tis  rooted  in  my  Heart, 
And  juftifies  a  worfe  Revenge  than  I  have  taken.' 

Car.  O  Patience,  Heav  n  !  O  tortur'd  Rage  !  Not  fpeak  ! 
The  pious  Pangs  of  my  torn  Soul  infulted ! 
Have  I  for  this,  bow'd  down  my  humble  Knee, 
To  fwell  thy  Triumph  o'er  my  Father's  Wrongs, 
And  hear  him  tainted  with  a  Traytor's  Pradlice  ? 

0  give  me  back  that  vile  fubmifiive  Shame, 
That  I  may  meet  thee  with  retorted  Scorn, 

And  right  my  Honour  with  untainted  Vengeance  : 

Yet  no  ' with-hold  it,  take  it  to  acquit  my  Love  f 

That  Sacrifice  was  to  Ximena  due. 

Her  helplefs  Sufferings  claim'd  that  Pang  ;  And  fince 

1  cannot  bring  Dlfhonoiir  to  her  Arms, 

Thus  my  rack'd  Heart  pours  forth  its  laft  Adieus, 
And  makes  Libation  of  its  bleeding  Peace.- 
Farewel,  dear  injur'd  Softnefs follow  me. 

Gor,  Lead  on  yof  hold  !  fliou'd  we  together  forth,J 

It  may  create  Sufpicion,   and  prevent  us: 
Propofe  the  Place,  Til  take  fome  different  Circle. 

Car,  Behind  the  Ramparts,  near  the  yt^cfiern  Gate. 

Gar,  Expecl  me  on  the  Inftant, 

C4r,  foov  Ximena  I  {^Exitl 

Corl 
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Goy\  Deep  as  Refentment  lodges  in  my  Heart, 
It  feels  foine  Pity  there  for  Carlos'  PafTion— 
It  (liall  be  fo —  his  brave  Refentment's  juft ; 

{H^rites  in  Tablets] 
And  hard  his  Fate-"  both  Ways —  this  Legacy 
Shall  right  my  Honour  and  my  Enemy,  [Exit, 

Enter  Bdzar^f  andX-lmen^l 
Bel.  Look  up,  Ximena,  and  fupprefs  thy  Fears, 
What  tho'  a  Tranfient  Cloud  o'ercaft  thy  Joy, 
Shall  we  conclude  from  thence  a  Wrack  muft  follow? 

Xlm.  Can  I  refift  the  Fears  that  Reafon  forms  ? 
Have  I  not  Caufe  to  tremble  in  the  Storm  ? 
While  Horror,  Ruin,  and  Defpair's  in  view  ? 
Can  I  fupport  the  good  Alvare:(  Shame, 
Whofe  generous  Heart  took  Pity  on  our  Love, 
And  not  let  fall  a  grateful  Tear  to  mourn  it? 
Can  I  behold  fierce  Carlos^  ftung  with  his  Difgrace, 
Breaking  like  Fire  from  thefe  weak-holding  Arms, 
And  not  fiak  down  with  Terror  at  his  Rage  ? 
Muft  I  not  tremble,  for  the  Blood  may  follow? 
If  by  his  Arm  my  haplefs  Father  falls. 
Am  I  not  forc'd  with  Rigour  to  revenge  him  ? 
If  Carlos  by  my  Father's  Sv^ord  (hou'd  bleed, 
Am  I  not  bound  with  double  Grief  to  mourn  him  ? 
One  gave  me  Life,  fliall  I  not  revere  him. 
The  other  is  my  Life,  can  I  furvive  him  ? 

Bel.  Her  Griefs  have  fomething  of  fuch  mournful  Forge, 
That  tho'  not  equal  to  my  own,  I  feel  them. 

Xim.  Carlos  you  fee  too  fnuns  my  Sight,  no  News, 
No  Tydings  yet  arrive,  tho'  I  have  fent 
My  fwifteft  Fears  a  Thoufand  Ways  to  find  him. 
Who  can  fupport  thefe  Terrors  of  Sufpence? 

Bel,  Be  not  thus  torn  with  wild  uncertain  Fears, 
Carlos  may  yet  arrive,  and  fave  your  Peace.- 
He  is  too  much  a  Lover  to  refill 
The  tender  Pleadings  of  Ximenas  Sorrow, 
One  Word,  one  Sigh  from  you  arrefts  his  Arm, 
And  makes  the  Tempeft  of  his  Rage  fubfide. 

Xim;  And  fay  that  I  cou'd  conquer  him  ;  with  Tears,' 
And  Terrors  cou'd  fubdue  his  pitious  Heart, 
To  yield  his  Honour  and  its  Caufe  to  Love, 
What  will  the  World  not  fay  of  his  Compliance  ? 
Can  I  be  happy  in  his  Fame's  Difgrace  ? 
Can  LoVQ  fubfif^  og  Shame,  that  fprun^  from  Honpyr  ? 
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Shall  I  reduce  him  to  fuch  bard  Contempr, 
And  raife  on  Infamy  our  Nuptial  Joy? 
Ah  no!  no  Means  are  leic  for  my  Relief i 
Let  him  refift,  or  yield  ro  my  Diftrefs, 
Or  Shame,  or  Sorrow's  fure  to  meet  me, 

Bel.  Ximena  has,  I  fee,  a  Soul  refin'd, 
Too  Great,  too  Juft,  too  Noble  to  be  Happy; 
True  Vertue  muft  defpair  from  this  vile  World 
To  crown  its  Days  with  unallay'd  Reward: 
But  fee,  your  Servant  is  return'd  !  {jood  News, 
Kind  Heav'n ! 

Enter  a  Page, 

Xlm.  Speak  quickly,  has  thou  feen  Don  Carlos  ? 

Page.  Madam,  where  your  Commands  diredled  me,' 
Tve  made  the  ftrided  Search  in  vain  to  find  him. 

Xim.  Now,  now  Bel:{ara^  wherc*s  that  Hope  thou  gav'ft  me? 

Bel.  Nor  haft  thou  gain'd  no  Knowledge  of  his  Steps  ? 
Has  no  one  ^qqw  him  pafs,  or  heard  of  him  ? 

Page.  As  I  return'd,  the  Centinel,  that  guards 
The  Gate,  inform'd  me,  that  he  faw  him  fcarce 
Ten  Minutes  hence  pafs  in  diforder'd  Hafte 
From  out  this  very  Houfe  alone. 

BcL  Alone? 

Page.  Alone,  and  after  foon  my  Lord,  wrapt  in 
His  Cloak  without  a  Servant,  follow'd  him, 

Xim.  O  Heav'n! 

Bel.  No  Servant,  faid'ft  thou? 

Page.  None,  and  as 
My  Lord  came  forth,  the  Soldier  ftanding  to 
His  Arms,  he  fign'd  Forbidance,  and  reply'd. 
Be  fure  you  faw  me  not : 

Xim.  Then  Ruin's  fure. 
They  are  engag'd,  and  fatal  Blood  muft  follow: 
Excujcj  my  Dear,  this  Hurry  of  my  Fate, 
One  Moment  loft  may  prove  an  Age  too  late.  [^Exit, 

Bel.  Howe  er  my  own  Afflicflions  prefs  my  Heart, 
I  bear  a  Part  in  poor  Ximena's  Grief, 
Tho'  e'en  the  Worft  that  can  befall  her  Hopes, 
May  better  be  endur'd  than  what  I  feel ! 
O!  nothing  can  deftroy  her  Lover's  Truth, 
Carlos  may  prove  Unhappy,  not  Inconftantj 
Whate'er  Difafters  may  obftrucfl  her  Joy, 
The  Comfort  of  his  Truth  is  fure  to  find  her. 
That  Thought,  ev'n  Pains  of  parting  may  remove,' 
Qr  fill  up  all  the  Sp4ce  of  Abfence  with  Delight. 

But 
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But  I  alas,  am  left  to  my  Defpair  alone, 
Confin'd  to  ligh  in  Solitude  my  Woes, 
Or  hide  wiih  Angnifli  what  I  blufli  to  bean 
In  vain  the  Woman's  Pride  refents  my  Wrongs, 
I  Jnccnquer'd  Love  maintains  his  Empire  ftill, 
And  with  new  Force  infults  my  Heart's  Refiftance." 

Enter  Alonzo  haflily, 

Alon.  YourPardon,Madam — Have  you  feenLord  Gorwa^? 
I  come  to  warn  him  that  he  ftir  not  hence, 
The  Guards  are  order'd  to  attend  his  Doors. 

Bel,  Alas  they  are  too  late  !  Carlos  and  he 
Are  both  gone  forth,  'tis  fear'd  with  fatal  Purpofe  ; 
And  poor  Ximena  drown'd  in  Tears  has  foliow'd  'em.' 

Alon.  Then  'tis  indeed  too  late,  I  wifii  my  Friend, 
The  rafh  Don  Sanche:(f  has  not  blown  this  Fire. 
Be  not  concern'd.  Madam,  I  know  your  Griefs, 
And -as  a  Friend,  havelabour'd  to  prevent  'em. 
You  have  not  told  Ximena  of  his  Falfhood  ? 

Bel.  Alas  !  I  durft  not;  knowing  that  her  Frlendfnlp 
Wou'd  for  my  fake  fo  coldly  treat  his  Vows, 
That  'twou'd  but  more  provoke  him  to  infulr  me. 

Alon.  You  judge  him  right.  Patience  will  yet  recall  him, 
*Tis  not  his  Love,  but  Pride,  purfues  Ximena, 
A  youthful  Heat,  that  with  the  Toil  will  tire : 
Be  comforted,  I'll  ftill  obierve  his  Steps, 
And  when  I  find  him  ftaggering,  catch  him  back 
To  Love,  and  warm  him  with  his  Vows  of  Honour : 

Bat  Duty  calls  me  to  the  King Shall  I 

Attend  you,  Madam  ? 

Bel.  Sir,  I  thank  your  Care, 
My  near  Concern  for  poor  Ximena  s  Fate, 
Keeps  me  impatient  here,  'till  her  Return.  ^Exeunf^ 

Enter  King,  Garcia,  Sanchez,  Attendants. 

KJng.  Since  mild  Intreaties  fail,  our  Power  fliall  force  him ; 
Cou'd  he  fuppofe  his  Infult  to  our  Perfon  offer'd. 
His  Outrage  done  within  our  Palace  Walls, 
Deferv'd  the  Lenity  we've  deign'd  to  fhew  him  • 
Is  yet  Alon:{o  with  our  Orders  gone  ? 

Gar.  He  is,  my  Lord,  but  not  return'd, 

D.  San.  Dread  Sir, 
For  what  the  Count  has  ofFer'd  to  Alvare:(, 
I  dare  not  plead  Excufe;  but  as  his  Friend, 
Wou'd  beg  you  Royal  Leave  to  mitigate 
His  feeming  Difobedience  to  your  Pleafure*  Re- 


^6        The  Heroic ic  Daughter^ 

Reftralnt,  however  Juft,  oppos'd  againft 
The  Tyde  of  PafTion,  makes  the  Current  fiercer. 
Which  of  it  felf  in  time  had  ebb'd  to  Reafon  ; 
Your  Will  furpriz'd  him  in  his  Heart's  Emotion, 
E*er  Thought  had  Leifure  to  compofe  his  Mind; 
Great  Souls  are  jealous  of  their  Honour's  Shame, 
And  bend  reludtant  to  injoin'd  SubmilTion  : 
Had  your  Commands  oblig'd  him  to  repair 
Ahare:(  Wrongs  with  Hazards  in  your  Service, 
Were  it  to  face  the  double^number'd  Foe, 
To  pafs  the  rapid  Stream  thro*  Showers  of  Fire, 
To  force  the  Trenchment,  or  lo  dorm  the  Breach^ 
ril  anfwer  he'd  embrace  with  Joy  the  Charge, 
And  march  intrepid  in  Commands  of  Honour. 

I{if2g,  We  doubt  nor  of  his  daring  in  the  Field, 
But  he  miftakes,  if  he  concludes  from  thence, 
That  to  perfift  in  Wrong,  is  Height  of  Spirit, 
Or  to  have  adted  Wrong,  is  always  bafe : 
Perfedlion's  not  the  Attribute  of  Man, 
Nor  therefore  can  a  Fault  confeft  degrade  him  : 
The  loweft  Minds  have  Spirit  to  offend. 
But  few  can  reach  the  Courage  to  confefs  it. 
Submitting  ro  our  Will,  the  Count  had  loft 
No  Fame,  nor  can  we  pardon  his  Refufal; 
What  you  have  faid,  Don  Snnche^,  (peaks  ihe  Friend  5 
What  we  refolve,  'tis  fit  fhou'd  (peak  the  King : 
We  both  have  faid  enough—  The  Pubiick  now 
Requires  our  Thought :  We  are  inform'd  Ten  Sal! 
Of  warlike  Veffels,  Man'd  with  our  old  Foes 
The  Moors,  were  late  difcover'd  otFour  Coaft, 
And  fteering  to  the  River's-Mouth  their  Courfe; 

Gar.  The  Lives,  Sir,  they  have  loft  in  like  Attempt! 
Muft  make  them  cautious  to  repeat  the  Dsinger; 
This  is  no  Time  to  fear  them. 

Kjng,  Nor  Contemn, 
Too  full  Security  has  oft  been  fatal. 
Confider  with  what  Eafe  the  Flood  at  Night, 
May  bring  them  down  t'  infult  our  Capital ; 
Let  at  the  Port,  and  on  the  Walls  our  Guards 
Be  doubl'd  5  till  the  Morn,  that  Force  may  ferve  • 
GoYma:^  has  tim'd  it  ill  to  be  in  Fault,  ^ 
When  his  immediate  Prefence  is  requir'd; 

Gar.  My  Liege,  Alon:{o  is  retvirn'd^ 
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Enter  Alonzo. 

Kjng.  *Tls,well! 
Have  you  obey'd  us,  is  the  Count  confin'd  > 

Alon.  Your  Orders,  Sir,  arriv'd  unhappily 
Too  Jace,  the  Count  with  Carlos^  was  before 
Gone  forth,  to  end  their  fatal  Difference; 
As  I  came  back,  I  met  the  gathering  Croud 
In  Fright,  and  hurrying  to  the  Weftern  Gate,- 
To  fee,  as  they  reported,  in  the  Field 
The  Body  of  fome  murther'd  Noblemart 
Struck  with  my  Fears,  I  hafted  to  the  Place,' 
Where  to  my  Senfe's  Horror,  when  arriv'd, 
I  found  them  true,  and  Gorma:{  juft  expired  ; 
"W  hile  fair  Ximenay  to  adorn  the  Woe, 
Bath'd  his  pale  breathlefs  Body  with  her  Tears^ 
Calling  with  Cries  for  Juftice  on  his  Head, 
Whofe  rueful  Hand  had  done  the  barbarous  Deed: 
The  pitying  Crowd  took  Part  in  her  Difti'efs, 
And  join'd  her  moving  Plaints  for  due  Revenge  j 
While  fome  in  kinder  Feeling  of  her  Griefs, 
Remov'd  the  mournful  Objedl  from  her  Eyes, 
And  to  the  Neighbouring  Convent  bore  the  Body, 
Which  when  committed  to  the  Abbot's  Care, 
I  left  the  preiTing  Throng  to  tell  the  News. 

Kjng.  Xitnenns  Griefs  are  follow'd  with  our  own. 
For  tho'  in  fome  Degree  the  haughty  Count 
Drew  on  himfelf  the  Son's  too  juft  Revenge, 
We  cannot  lofe  without  a  deep  Concern 
So  true  a  Subjedi:,  and  fo  a  brave  a  Soldier : 
However  Pity  may  for  Carlos  plead. 
Death  ends  his  Failings,  and  demands  our  Grief. 

Alon.  Sir,  here  in  the  Tablets  of  the  unhappy  Count^ 
In  his  own  Hand  thefe  written  Lines  were  found. 

Kjng,  *  /ilvarey^vJvox\%(i  me  in  my  Mafter's Favour,?  {R^ad^ 
*  Carlos  is  brave,  and  has  deferv'd  Ximena.  S     i%* 

Strange,  generous  Spirit,  now  we  pity  thee. 

Alon,  Behold,  Sir,  where  the  loft  Ximena  comes, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  Sorrow,  to  demand  your  Juftice. 

Enter  Ximena. 
Xim.  O  Sacred  Sir !  forgive  my  Grief's  Intrufion, 
Behold  a  helplefs  Orphan  at  your  Feet, 
^V'ho  for  a  Father's  Blood  implores  your  Juftice^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Alvarez,  haflily. 

Ah.  O!  turn,  dread  Royal  Mafter,  turn  your  Eyes, 
See  on  the  Earth  your  faithful  Soldier  proftrate, 
^"Whofe  Honour's  juft  Revenge  intreats  your  Mercy. 

Xim,  O  godlike  Monarch,  hear  my  louder  Cries ! 

Ah.  O  be  not  to  the  Old  and  Helplefs  deaf! 

Xim.  Revenge  your  felf,  your  violated  Laws. 

Ah.  Support  not  Violence  in  rude  AggrefTors. 

Xim.  Be  greatly  Good,  and  do  the  Injur'd  JufticeJ 

Ahy  Be  greater  ftill,  and  fhew  the  Valiant  Mercy. 

Xim,  O  Sir,  your  Crown's  Support  and  Guard  is  gone  5 
The  impious  Carlof'  Sword  has  kiil'd  my  Father : 

Ah,  And  like  a  pious  Son  aveng'd  his  own. 

Kjng.  Rife,  fair  Ximena,  and  Aharc:{  rife  I 
With  equal  Sorrow  we  receive  your  Plaints, 
Both  fhall  be  beard  apart —  proceed  ]^imena  5  [ 

Ahare:(  in  your  Place  you  fpeak,  be  patient. 

Xim.  What  can  I  fay?  But  Miferies  like  mine 
May  plead  with  plainell  Truths  their  pitious  CaufcJ 
Is  he  not  dead  ?  Is  not  my  Father  kill'd  ? 
Have  not  thefe  Eyes  beheld  his  ghaftly  Wound, 
And  mixc  with  fruitlefs  Tears  his  ftreaming  Blood  ? 
That  Blood  which  in  his  Royal  Mafter*s  Caufe 
So  oft  has  fprung  him  thro*  your  Foes  vidorious; 
That  Blood,  which  all  the  raging  Swords  of  Waj: 
Cou'd  never  reach,  a  young  prefumptuous  Arm, 
Has  dar'd  within  your  View  to  facrifice .' 
Thefe  Eyes  beheld  it  ftream — ■  Excufc  my  Grief, 
My  Tears  will  better  than  my  Words  explain  me. 

JKjng.  Take  Heart,  Ximenay  weVe  inclin'd  to  hear  thee^ 

Xim,  Q  fhall  a  Life  fo  faithful  to  the  King 
Fall  unreveng'd,  and  ftain  his  Glory  > 
Shall  Merit  fo  important  to  the  State 
Be  left  exposed  to  facrilegious  Rage, 
And  fall  the  Sacrifice  of  private  Paflion  ? 
Ahare:{  fays  his  Honour  was  infulted, 
Yer,  be  it  fo,  was  there  no  King  to  right  It? 
Who  better  cou'd  proted  it  than  the  Donor  > 
Shall  Carlos  wrefl  the  Scepter  from  your  Hand, 
And  point  the  Sword  of  Juflice  whom  to  punifh  .> 
O !  if  fuch  Outrage  may  efcape  with  Pardon, 
Whofe  Life's  fecure  from  his  felf- judging  Rage  ? 
O  Where's  Protedlix)n,  if  Ximeans  Tears, 
And  tender  PafTion  cou'd  not  fav^  her  Father  »> 
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Kirtg-  Alvnre:{y  anfvver  her. 

Ah,  My  Heart*s  too  full : 
Divided,  torn,  diftraded  with  its  Griefs, 
How  can  I  plead  poor  Carlos*  Caufe,  when  I 
Am  touchc  with  Pity  of  Xhnena's  Woe  ? 
Her  fufFering  Piety  has  caught  my  Soul, 
And  only  leaves  me  Sorrow  to  defend  me  ; 
Ximena  has  a  Grief  I  cannot  difallow. 
Nor  dare  I  hope  for  Pardon,  but  your  Pity; 
Carlos  even  yet  may  merit  fome  CompalTion, 
Perhaps  I'm  partial  to  his  Piety, 
And  fee  his  Deeds  with  a  fond  Father's  Eye, 
But  that  I  ilill  muft  leave  to  Royal  Mercy  I 

0  Sir,  imagine  what  the  Brave  endure. 
When  the  chafte  Front  of  Honour  is  infultedj' 
Her  Fame  abus'd,  and  ravifli'd  by  a  Blow. 
Oh  piercing,  piercing  muft  the  Torture  be, 
If  foft  Ximena  wanted  Power  t'  appeafe  it. 
Pardon  this  Weaknefs  of  o'erfiowing  Nature, 

1  cannot  fee  fuch  filial  Vertue  perifh, 

And  not  let  fall  a  Tear  to  mourn  its  Hardflilp.' 
Xim,  O  my  divided  Heart !  oh  poor  Alvaye:{! 

IQng.  Compofe  thy  Griefs,  my  good  old  Friend,  we  feel 

them: 
Alv.  If  GormA:{  Blood  muft  be  with  Blood  reveng*d, 

0  do  not,  Sacred  Sir,  mifplace  your  Juftice, 
Mine  was  the  Guilt,  and  be  on  me  the  Vengeance, 
Carlos  but  aded  what  my  Sufferings  prompted. 
The  fatal  Sword  was  not  his  own,  but  mine, 

1  gave  it  with  my  Wrongs  into  his  Hand, 
Which  had  been  innocent  had  mine  been  able.' 
On  me  your  Vengeance  will  be  juft  and  mild! 
My  Days  alas  are  drawing  to  their  End, 

But  Carlos  fpar'd,  may  yet  live  long  to  ferve  you ; 
Preferve  my  Son,  and  I  embrace  my  Fate, 
Since  he  has  fav'd  my  Honour  from  the  Grave, 
O  lay  me  gently  there  to  reft  for  ever. 

Kjng.    Your    mutual     Plaints     require     our     tendVeft 
Thought, 
Our  Counfel  fliall  be  fummon'd  to  alnft  us— 
Look  up,  my  Fair,  and  calm  thy  Sorrows, 
Thy  King  is  now  thy  Father,  and  will  right  cheq  : 
Alvare;{  on  h'.s  Word  has  Liberty  : 
Be  Carlos  found  to  anfwer  to  his  Charge, 

Sanchg^, 
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Sanche:^y  wait  you  Ximena  to  her  Reft, 

^Whom  on  the  Morrow's  Noon  wc  full  will  anfwer: 

Hard  is  the  Task,  of  Juftke,  xvhere  Dijlrefs, 
Excites  our  Mercy,  yet  demands  I{edrefs, 

JhQ  End  of  the  Third  ACT, 


[^Exeuntl 


ACT  the  Fourth. 

Belzara,  alone:  In  Ximena'j  Apartment. 

U  R  E  fome  Illbodlng  Planet  muft  prefide 

Malignant  to  the  Peace  of  tender  Lovers! 

Undone  Ximena  !  O  relentlefs  Honour ! 

That  firft  fubdu'd  thy  generous  Heart,  then 
rais'd 

Thy  Lover's  fatal  Arm  to  pierce  it  through 
Thy  Father's  Life,  and  make  thy  Vertue  wretched  : 
The  haplefs  Carlos  too  is  loft  for  ever ! 
Condemn'd  to  fly  an  Exile  from  her  Sight, 
In  whom  he  only  lives  !  Oh  Heav'n !  he's  here,' 
His  Miferies  have  made  him  defperate. 

Enter  Carlos. 
Carlos,  What  wild  Diftradlion  has  poffeft  thee^ 
That  thus  thou  feek'ft  thy  Safety  in  thy  Ruin  ? 
Is  this  a  Place  to  hide  thy  wretched  Head, 
Where  Juftice,  and  Ximena  s  fure  to  find  thee  ? 

Car.  I  wou'd  not  hide  me  from  Ximena  s  Sight, 
Baniflit  from  her,  I  every  Moment  die  ; 
Since  I  muft  perifli,  let  her  Frowns  deftroy  me. 
Her  Anger's  fliarper  than  the  Sword  of  Juftice, 

Bel.  Alas,  I  pity  thee,  but  would  not  have 
Thee  tempt  the  firft  Emotions  of  her  Heart, 
While  Duty,  and  Refencment  yet  tranfport  her  : 
I  wait  each  Moment  her  Return  from  Court, 
Which  now,  be  fure,  will  be  with  Friends  attended ; 
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O  fly,  for  Pity's  fake,  regard  her  Fame, 

Shou'd  you  be  feen,   what  muft  the  World  conclude  ? 

Wou'd  you  increale  her  Miferies,  to  have 

Malicious  Tongues  report  her  Love  conceal'd 

Beneath  the  Roof,  her  Father's  Murtherer, 

But  fee,  (he  comes  !    O  hide  thee  but  a  Moment/ 

Kill  not  her  Honour  too,  let  that  perfuade  thee.  [£a:;V  Carlos. 

Don  Sanche:{  here  .'    Oh  Heav*ns .'  how  I  tremble.     [^^Hres, 

Enter  Sanchez  and  Ximena^ 

D.  Snn,  This  roble  Conqueft,  Madam,  of  your  Love, 
To  After-Ages  muft  Record  your  Fame, 
Juft  is  your  Grief,  and  your  Refentment  great. 
And  great  the  Vidim  that  (liou'd  fall  before  it  5 
But  Words  are  empty  Succours  to  Diftrefs ; 
Therefore  command  my  Adtions  to  relieve  youj 
Wou'd  you  have  (ure  Revenge,  employ  this  Sword, 
My  Fortune,  and  my  Life  is  yours  to  right  you  ; 
Accept  my  Service,  and  you  over  pay  it. 

Bel,  O  faithlefs,  barbarous  Man  !  but  I'll  divert    ? 
Thy  cruel  Aim,  and  ufe  my  Power  for  Carlos,  S  -'V''*^^ 

Xim,  O  miferable  me ! 

Bel,  Take  Comfort,  Madam.  ^ 

D.San.  Bel:{ara  here  !  then  I  have  loft  th*OccafIon  \AfJe, 
Yet  I  may  urge  enough  to  give  her  Pain  : 
Commanding  me,  you  make  your  Vengeance  fure. 

Xim.  That  were  t*  offend  the  King,  to  whom  I  hare 
Appeal'd,  and  whence  I  now  muft  only  wait  it. 

D.San.  Revenge  from  Juftice,  Madam,  moves  fo  flow. 
That  oft  the  watchful  Criminal  efcapes  it. 
Appeal  to  your  Refentment,  you  fecure  it. 
Carlos,  you  found,  wou'd  truft  no  other  Power, 
And  'tis  but  juft  you  quit  him,  as  he  wrong'd  you.' 

Bel,  Alas  /  Don  Sancbe:{,  Madam,  feels  not  Love, 
He  little  thinks  how  Carlos  fills  your  Heart ; 
What  fhining  Glory  in  his  Crime  appears; 
What  Pangs  it  coft  him  to  take  part  with  Honour : 
That  you  muft  hate  the  Hand  that  could  deftroy  hirn.^ 
Sanche:{y  to  fliew  the  real  Friend,  would  ufe 
His  fecret  IntVeft  with  the  King  to  fpare  him  ; 
For  tho*  you're  bound  in  Duty  to  purfue  him. 
Yet  Love,  alas!  wou'd  with  a  confcious Joy, 
Applaud  the  Power  that  could  unbid  preferve  him.^ 

Xim,  O  kind  Bel:{aral  how  thou  feei'ft  my  Sufferings,' 
Yet  I  muft  think,  Don  Sanche^i  means  me  well. 

D,  San, 
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£).  San»  Confufion  .'  how  her  fubtle  Tongue  has  foird  me  -ZZ 

lAfide. 
Madam,  fome  other  Time  Til  beg  your  Leave 
To  wait  your  Service,  and  approve  my  Friendship. 

Xim.  Oh  !  every  Friend,  but  Carlos,  is  at  Hand 
To  help  me !  Grief,  Sir,  is  unfit  to  thank  you. 

D.San.  Oh  !  if  fuch  Beauties  'midft  her  Sorrows  fhine. 
What  darting  Charms  muft  point  her  fmiling  Eyes.      \^Exit', 

Xim.  At  length  I'm  free,  at  Liberty  to  think. 
And  give  my  Miferies  a  Loofe  of  Sorrow. 
O  Bel:(nra  !  Carlos  has  kill'd  my  Father  ! 
Weep  !  weep  my  Eyes,  pour  down  your  baleful  ShowVs, 
He  that  in  Grief  (liou'd  be  my  Heart's  Support, 
Has  wrought  my  Sorrows,  and  muft  fall  their  Vidim. 
When  Carlos  is  deftroy'd,  what  Comfort's  left  me  ? 
Spite  of  my  Wrongs  he  ftill  inhabits  here  ; 
O  ftill  his  fatal  Vertues  plead  his  Caufe ; 
His  filial  Honour  charms  my  Woman's  Heart, 
And  there  ev  n  yet  he  combats  with  my  Father. 

Bel.  Reftrain  thefe  headftrong  Sallies  of  your  Hearr,^ 
And  try  with  Slumbers  to  compofe  your  Spirits. 

Xim.  O  !  Where's  Repofe  for  Mifery  like  mine  ? 
How  grievous  Heav'n !  how  bitter  is  my  Portion  .> 
O  fhall  a  Parent's  Blood  cry  Unreveng'd  ? 
Shall  impious  Love  fuborn  my  Heart  to  pay 
His  Adies  but  unprofitable  Tears, 
And  bury  in  my  Shame  the  great  Regards  of  Duty  ? 

Bel.  Alas !  that  Duty  is  difcharg'd  ;  you  have 
Appeal'd  to  Juftice,  and  fhou'd  wait  its  Courfe. 
Nor  are  you  bound  with  Rigour  to  enforce  it  ; 
His  hard  Misfortunes  may  defer ve  Compairion. 

Xim.  O  !  that  they  do  deferve,  it  is  my  Grief; 
Gou'd  I  withdraw  my  Pity  from,  his  Caufe, 
Were  Falfiiood,  Pride,  or  Lifolence  his  Crime, 
My  juft  Revenge,  without  a  Pang,  fhou'd  reach  him.' 
But  as  he  is  fupported  with  Excufe, 
Defended  by  the  Cries  of  bleeding  Honour, 
Whofe  cruel  Laws  none  but  the  Great  obey  ; 
My  hopelefs  Heart  is  tortur'd  with  Extreams, 
It  mourns  in  Veogeance,  and  at  Mercy  fhudders. 

Bel.  O  what  will  be  at  laft  the  dire  Refolvet 
Of  your  afflided  Soul  ? 

Xim.  There  is  but  one 
Can  end  my  Sorrows,  and  preferj[^  my  Fame  5 
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The  file  I^efource  my  Mifcries  can  have 

Is  to  purfuey  defiroy  ;  then  meet  him  in  the  Grave,  [Going. 

Carlos  meets  her. 
Amazement,  Horror/  have  my  Eyes  their  Senfe  ? 
Or  do  my  raving  Griefs  create  this  Phantom  ? 
Support  me  !  help  me  !  hide  me  from  the  Vifion  ! 
For  'tis  not  Carlos  come  to  brave  my  Sorrows.     [Carbs  hriesis\ 

Bel.  O  turn  your  Eye,  in  pity  of  his  Griefs, 
Refign'd,  and  proltrate  at  your  Feet  for  Mercy. 

Xim.  "What  wiH  my  Woes  do  with  me  ? 

Bel.  Now  ! 
Now  conquering  Love  Hioot  all  thy  Fires  to  fave  him  j 
Now  fnatch  the  Palm  from  cruel  Honour's  Brow  ; 
Maintain  thy  Empire,  and  relieve  the  Wretched  : 
O  hang  upon  his  Tongue  thy  thrilling  Charms, 
To  hold  her  Heart,  and  kill  the  Hopes  of  Sanche:{.  {Exitl 

Car.  O.  pierce  not  thus  with  thy  offended  Eyes, 
The  wretched  Heart  that  of  it  felf  is  breaking. 

Xim.  Can  I  be  wounded,  and  not  flirink  with  Pain  } 
Can  I  fupport  with  Temper,  him  that  fhed 
My  Father's  Blood  triumphant  in  my  Ruin  ? 
O  Carlos  !  Carlos  I  was  thy  Heart  of  Stone  ? 
Was  nothing  due  to  poor  Ximenas  Peace  ? 
O  !  *twa^  not  thus  I  felt  new  Pains  for  thee. 
When  at  my  Feet,  thy  Sighs  of  Love  were  plty'd, 
And  all  hereditary  Hate  forgotten  ! 
Tho*  bound  in  filial  Honour,   to  infulc 
Thy  Flame ;  I  broke  thro'  all  to  crown  thy  Vows, 
And  bore  the  Cenfure  of  my  Race  to  fave  thee  : 
And  am  I  thus  requited  }   left  forlorn  ? 
The  tender  PafTion  of  my  Heart  defpis'd  ! 
Cou'd  not  my  Terrors  move  one  Spark  of  Mercy  ? 
No  mild  Abatement  of  thy  ftern  Revenge  ?  , 

T'  excufe  thy  Crime,  or  juftify  my  Love? 

Car.  O  hear  me  but  a  Moment, 

Xim.  O  my  Heart ! 

Car,  One  mournful  Word  / 

Xim.  Ah !  leave  me  to  defpair  ! 

Car,  One  dying  laft  Adieu,  then  wreak  thy  Vengeance  : 
Behold  the  Sword  that  has  undone  thee. 

Xim.  Ah .'  ftain'd  with  my  Father's  Blood !  O  rueful  Objed  1 

Car,   O  Ximena  ! 

Xim,  Take  hence  that  horrid  Steel, 
That,  while  I  bear  thy  Sight,  arraigns  my  Vertue. 

Car.  Endure  it  rather  10  fupport  Refentment, 
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T*  Inflame  thy  Vengeance,  and  to  pierce  thy  Vidim : 
I  am  more  wretched,  than  thy  Rage  can  wi(h  me. 

Xim.  O  cruel  Carlos!    in  one  Day  thou  haft  kill'd 
The  Father  with  thy  Sword,  the  Daughter  with 
Thy  Sight  —  O  yet  remove  that  fatal  Objed  ; 
I  cannot  bear  the  Glare  of  its  Reproach ; 
If  thou  woud'ft  have  me  hear  thee,  hide  the  Caufe,' 
That  wonnds  Reiiedion  to  our  mutual  Ruin. 

Car.  Thus  I  obey but  how  fhall  I  proceed  ? 

What  "Words  can  help  me  to  deferve  thy  Hearing  ? 
How  can  I  plead  my  wounded  Honour's  Caufe, 
Where  injured  Love  and  Duty  are  my  Judges  ? 
Or  how  (hall  I  repent  me  of  a  Crime, 
Which,  Uncommitted,  had  deferv'd  thy  Scorn  ? 
Yet  think  notj  O  I  conjure  thee.'  think  not, 
But  that  I  bore  a  thoufand  Racks  of  Love, 
While  my  confliding  Honour  prefs'd  for  Vengeance.' 

0  I  endur'd  I  fubmitted  ev*n  to  Shame, 
Begg'd,  as  for  Life,  for  peaceful  Reparation ! 
But  all  in  vain !  like  Water  fprinkled  on 

A  Fire,  thofe  Drops  but  made  him  burn  the  more, 
And  only  added  to  thy  Father's  Fiercenefs. 
Reduc'd,  at  laft,  to  thefe  Extreams  of  Torture, 
That  I  muft  be,  or  Infamous,  or  Wretched, 

1  fav'd  my  Honour,  and  refign'd  to  Ruin. 
Nor  think,  Ximeitay  Honour  had  prevail'd. 
But  that  thy  nobler  Soul  oppos'd  thy  Charms,^ 

And  told  my  Heart,  none  but  the  Brave  deferv'd  theeJ 
Now  having  thus  difcharg'd  my  Honour's  Debt, 
And  wafli'd  my  injur'd  Father's  Stains  away. 
What  yet  remains  of  Life,  is  due  to  Love. 
Behold  the  Wretch,  whofe  Honour's  fatal  Fame 
Is  founded  on  the  Ruin  of  thy  Peace; 
Receive  the  Vidim,  which  thy  Griefs  demand, 
Prepar'd  to  bleed,  and  bending  to  the  Blow. 

Xim.  O  Carlos,  I  muft  take  thee  at  thy  Word, 
But  muft  with  equal  Juftice  too  difcharge 
My  Ties  of  Love,  as  fatal  Bonds  of  Duty. 

0  think  nor,  tho'  enforc'd  to  thefe  Extreams, 
My  Heart  is  yet  inrenfibie  to  thee  ! 

0\  I  muft  thank  thee  for  thy  painful  Paufe ; 
The  generous  Shame  thy  torcur'd  Honour  bore,' 
When  at  my  Father's  Feet  my  Suff'rings  threw  theeJ 
Can  I  prefent  thee  in  that  dear  Confufion, 
And  not  with  grateful  Sighs  of  Pity  mourn  ihce  I 

1  can  lament  thee,  but  I  dare  not  pardon  5  Thy 
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Thy  Duty  done,  reminds  me  of  my  ownj 

My  filial  Piety,  like  thine  diftrefs'd. 

Compels  me  to  be  miferably  Juft, 

And  asks  my  Love  a  Vidlim  to  my  Fame: 

Yet  think  not  Duty  cou'd  o  er  Love  prevail, 

But  that  thy  nobler  Soul  aflures  my  Heart, 

Thou  would'ft  defpife  the  PalTion  that  cou'd  fave  thee.^ 

Car,  Since  I  muft  die,  let  that  kind  Hand  deftroy  me,' 
Let  not  the  Wretch  once  honour'd  with  thy  Love, 
Thy  Carlos f  once  thought  worthy  of  thy  Arms, 
Be  dragg'd  a  publick  Spet^acle  to  Juftice; 
To  draw  the  irkfome  Pity  of  a  Crowd, 
Who  may  with  vulgar  Reafon  call  thee  CrueL" 
My  Death  from  thee  will  elevate  thy  Vengeance,' 
And  fhew,  like  mine,  thy  Duty  fcorn'd  Alfiftance. 

Xim.  Shall  I  then  take  Alfiftance  ?  and  from  thee  ? 
Accept  that  Vengeance  from  thy  Heart's  Defpair  > 
No,  Carlos  J  no! 

I  will  not  judge,  like  thee,  my  private  Wrongs, 
But  to  the  Courfe  of  Juftice  truft  my  Duty, 
Which  fliall,  in  every  Part,  untainted  flow ; 
Unmix'd  with  gain'd  Advantage  o'er  thy  Love, 
And  from  its  own  pure  Fountain  raife  my  Glory.' 

Car,  O  can  my  Death  with  Shame  advance  that  Glory? 
Can  I  do  more  than  perifli,   to  appeafe  thee  ? 
Can  my  Misfortunes  too  have  reach'd  thy  Hate  ? 

Xim.  Can  Hate  have  part  in  Interviews  like  this? 
Nay,  can  I  give  thee  greater  Proof  of  Love, 
Than  that  I  truft  my  Vengeance  with  thy  Honour  ? 
Art  not  thou  now  within  my  Power  to  feize  ? 
Yet  I'll  releafe  thee,  Carlos,  on  thy  Word, 
Give  me  thy  Word,  that  on  the  morrow  Noon, 
Before  the  King  in  Perfon  thou  wilt  anfwer. 
And  take  the  Shelter  of  the  Night  to  leave  me. 

Car.  O !  thou  haft  found  the  Way  to  fix  my  Rmne  •' 
It  muft  be  fo,  thou  fhalt  have  ample  Vengeance, 
Purfu'd  by  thee,  my  Life's  not  worth  the  faving  j 
But  then  that  fatal  Honour,  my  Engagement, 
That  at  the  Hour  propos'd,  I'll  meet  my  Fate  — — 
But  muft  we  part,  Ximenaf  like  fworn  JFoes  ? 
Has  Love  no  Senfe  of  all  its  perifli'd  Hopes  ? 
Difmifs  my  Miferies,  at  leaft,  with  Pity  : 
May  I  not  breathe  upon  this  injur'd  Bofom, 
One  parting  Sigh  to  eafe  my  wounded  Soul, 
And  ioole  the  Anguifh  of  a  broken  Heart  ? 

D  %  Kim: 
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Xlm,  Support  Jiie  Heaven  —  we  meet  again  to  MorrbvirJ 
Cnr.  To  Morrow,  we  mnft  meet  like  Enemie's, 

Thy  piercing  Eyes,  relenders  in  Revenge, 

And  all  the  Softnefs  of  thy  Heart  forgotten; 

This  only  Moment  is  our  Life  of  Love. 

0  rake  not  from  this  little  Interval, 

The  poor  expiring  Comfort  that  is  left  me.        [Xlmi  xveepi. 
My  Heart's  confounded  with  rhy  foft  CompafTion, 
And  doats  upon  the  Vertue  that  deftroys  me. 

Xm.  O  •'   I  fhall  have  the  Start  of  thee  in  Woe  ; 
Thou  can'ft  but  fall  for  her  thou  lov'ft ;  but  what 
Muft  fhe  endure  that  loves  thee  —  and  deftroys  thee  i» 
Yet,  CnrloSf  take  this  Comfort  in  thy  Fate, 
That  if  the  Hand  of  Juftice  fliou'd  o'ertake  thee. 
Thy  mournful  Urn  fhall  hold  Ximenas  Afhes. 

Car.  O  Miracle  of  Love  1 

Xim.  O  mortal  Sorrow  ! 
But  hafte,  O  leave  me  while  my  Heart's  refolv'd, 
Fly,  fly  me,  Carlosy  leaft  thou  taint  my  Fame  j 
Leaft  in  this  ebbing  Rigour  of  my  Soul 

1  tell  thee,  tho*  I  profecure  thy  Fate, 

My  fecret  Wifli  is,  that  my  Caufe  may  fail  me. 

Car.  O  Spirit  of  CbmpalTion  !  O  Ximenal 
What  Pangs  and  Ruine  have  our  Parents  coftus  ? 
Farewel,  thcu  Treafure  of  my  Souly  O  ft  ay  i 
Tnks  not  at  offce  my  Jhort-livd  Joys  arvay, 
Habile  thus  I  fix  me  on  thy  mournful  Eyes, 
Let  my  Dlftreffes  to  Extreams  arife. 
Thy  ViBms  now  fccure  ;  for  thus  to  fart, 
I  fate  thy  Vengentics  with  a  broken  Heart,       [Exeunt,^ 

E7Jter  Alvarez  with  Noblemeny  Officers,  and  others] 
1  ft.  Neb.  Thefe  few,  my  Lord,  are  on  my  Part  engag'd. 
In  half  an  Hour  Don  Henrique  de  Las  Torres, 
With  Sixty  more,  will  wait  upon  your  Caufe, 
Refolv'd,  and  ready,  all  like  us,  to  right  you  : 
Since  the  juft  Quarrel  of  your  Houfe  muft  live. 
Since  the  brave  Blood  of  Carlos  is  purfu'd. 
The  Race  of  Gorma:(  fliall  attend  his  Afhes. 

Alv.  My  Lord,  this  Mark  of  your  exalted  Honour 
Will  bind  me  ever  grateful  to  your  Friendfiiip  ; 
Tho*  I  ftill  hope  the  Mercy  of  the  King 
Will  fpare  the  Criminal,  whofe  Guilt  is  Honour. 
The  Service  I  have  done  the  State  has  found 
A  bounteous  Mafter  always  to  reward  it  j 

Nor 
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Kor  am  I  yer  fo  wedded  to  my  Reft, 
But  that  {  liili  pan,  on  Occafion,  break  ir.' 
The  Moors  are  anchor *d  now  within  the  River, 

And,  as  I'm  told,  near  Landing  to  infult  us 

Wherefore  I  wou'd  entreat  you  a:  this  Time, 
To  wave  my  private  Danger  for  the  Publick. 
Since  Chance  has  form'd  us  to  To  brave  a  Body, 
Let  us  not  part  ina(5live  in  our  Honour; 
Let's  fei^e  this  glad  Occafion  of  th'  Alarm, 
Let's  chace  rhefe  Robbers  in  our  King's  Defence,' 
And  bravely  merit,   not  demand  his  Mercy. 

ifi.  Nob.  Alvare:{  may  command  us,  who  is  ftill 
Himfelf,  and  owns  no  Caufe  unmix'd  with  Honour. 

Alv.   How  now  !    the  News.  {^Enter  a  Servant,  xvho 

Juftenter'd,  and  alone  I  whifpers  Aiy^rez. 

O  Heav'n,  my  Prayers  are  heard!  my  noble  Friends, 
Something  to  our  prefenc  Purpofe  has  occur'd  ; 
Lee  me  intreat  you,  forward  to  the  Garden, 
Where  you  will  find  a  treble  Number  of 
Our  Forces  aifembrd  on  the  like  Occalion; 
My  felf  will  iq  a  Moment  bring  you  News, 
That  will  confirm  and  animate  our  Hopes.       ^Exeunt  Kok 

Enter  Carlos. 
My  Carlos !  O  do  I  live  once  more  t*  embrace  thee. 
Prop  of  my  Age,   and  Guardian  of  my  Fame  .' 
Nor  think,  my  Champion,  that  my  Joy's  thus  wild. 
For  that  thou  only  haft  reveng'd  my  Honour, 
fTho*  that's  a  Thought  might  blefs  me  in  the  Grave j 
No,  no,  my  Son,  for  thee  am  I  tranfported  , 
Alas .'  I  am  too  fenilble  what  Pains 
Thy  Heart  muft  i'eel  from  Anguifh  of  thy  Love; 
And  had  I  not  new  Hopes  that  will  fuppon  thee, 
Some  prefent  Profped:  of  thy  Pain's  Relief, 
My  Senfe  of  thy  Affli<^ions  would  deftroy  me. 

Car.  What  means  this  kind  CompafTion  of  my  Griefs  <? 
Is  there,  on  Earth,  a  Cure  for  Woes  like  minei 
O,  Sir,  you  are  fo  tenderly  a  Father, 
So  good,  I  can't  repent  me  of  my  Duty  : 
Be  not  however  jealous  of  my  Fame, 
If  yet  I  mix  ypur  Tranfports  with  a  Sigh^ 
For  ruin'd  Love,   and  for  the  loft  Ximenn  : 
For  iiiicQ  I  drag,  with  my  Defpair,  my  Chain, 
Her  fated  Vengeance  only  can  relieve  me. 
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Alv.  No  more  deprefs  thy  Spirit  with  Defpair, 
While  Glory  and  thy  Country's  Caufe  fhou*d  wake  it; 
The  Moors  not  yet  expected,  are  arrived, 
The  Tyde  and  lilent  Darknefs  of  the  Night 
Lands,  in  an  Hour,  their  Forces  at  our  Gates  : 
The  Court's  difmay'd,  the  People  in  Alarm, 
And  loud  Confufion  fills  the  frighted  Town, 
But  Fortune  e'er  this  publick  Danger  reach'd  us, 
Had  rais'd  Five  Hundred  Friends,  the  Foes  of  Gormas^f 
Whofe  Swords  refolve  ro  vindicate  thy  Vengeance, 
And  here  without  exped:  thee  at  their  Head. 
Forward,  my  Son,  their  Numbers  foon  will  fwfll, 
Suftain  the  Brunt  and  Fury  of  the  Foe. 
And  if  thy  Life's  fo  painful  to  be  born. 
Lay   it  at  Icaft  with  Honour  in  the  Duft, 
Caft  it  not  fruitlefs  from  thee  ;  let  thy  King 
Firft  know  its  Value,  e'er  his  Laws  demand  it ; 
But  Time's  too  precious  to  be  talk'd  away. 
Advance  my  Son,  and  let  thy  Mafler  fee^ 
What  he  has  loft  in  Gormaz,  is  redeem'd  in  thee. 
Car.  Relenting  Heav  n  at  laft  has  found  the  Means 
f  o  end  my  \lifei  ies  with  guiltlefs  Honour. 
Why  (hou'd  I  live  a  Burden  to  mv  felf, 
A  Trouble  to  my  Friends,  a  Terror  to  Ximena  ? 
Not  all  the  Force  of  Mr^rcy,  or  of  Merit, 
Can  wafli  a  Father's  Blood  from  her  Remembrance," 
Or  reconcile  the  Horror  to  her  Love. 
Yet  I'll  not  think  her  Duty  fo  fevere. 
But  that  to  fee  me  fall  my  Country's  Victim 
Wou'd  pleafe  her  Paflion,  tho*  it  fiiock'd  her  Vengeance  : 

It  muft  be  fo dying  with  Honour  I 

Difcharge  the  Son,  the  Subjedt,  and  the  Lover: 
O  !  when  this  mangled  Body  ftiall  be  found. 
A  bare  aod  undiftinguifli'd  Carcafs  midft  the  Slain, 
Will  fhe  not  weep  in  pity  of  my  Wounds, 
And  own  her  Wrongs  have  ample  Expiation  ^ 

Her  Duty  then  may,  xoith  a  fecret  Tear, 

Confefs  her  Vengeance  great,  and  glorious  my  Defpair^ 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 

ACT 


ACT  the  Fifth. 


Belzara  Alone, 

Iclonous  Carlos,  now  refume  thy  Hopes, 

Demand  thy  Life,  and  filence  thy  Ximena, 
I  Hard  were  thy  Fate  indeed,  if  flie  alone 
;  Should  be  the  Bar  to  Triumphs  nobly  pur- 
chas'd. 

But  fee,  fhe  corner,  with  mournful  Pomp  of  Woe, 
To  profecute  this  Darling  of  the  People, 
And  damp,  wich  ill-tim'd  Griefs,  the  publick  Joy. 

Enter  Ximena  in  Moumlngy  attended, 
Ximena!  Ohi  I  more  than  ever  now 
Deplore  the  hard  Afilidtious  that  purfue  thee  ; 
While  thy  whole  native  Country  is  in  Joy, 
Art  thou  the  only  Objedt  of  Defpair  ? 
Is  this  a  Time  to  profecute  thy  Caufe, 
When  publick  Gratitude  is  bound  t'  oppofe  thee? 
When  on  the  Head  of  Carlos,  whicb  thy  Grief§ 
Demand,  Fortune  has  pour'd  Protection  down  ? 
The  Moors  repuls'd,  his  Country  fav'd  from  Rapiqe^' 
His  menac'd  King  confirmed  upon  his  Throne, 
From  every  Heart  but  thine,   will  find  a  Voice 
To  lift  his  eccho'd  Prai fes  to  the  Heav'ns.  , 

Ximena.  Is  *t  pofiible  ?  Are  all  thefe  Wonders  true  ? 
Am  I  the  only  Mark  of  his  Mifdoing  ? 
Cou'd  then  his  fatal  Sword  cranfpierce  my  Father^ 
Yet  fave  a  Nation  to  defeat  my  Vengeance  ? 
Still  as  I  pafs,  the  publick  Voice  extols 
His  glorious  Deeds,  regardlefsof  my  Wrongs  5 
The  Eye  of  Pity,  that  but  Yefternight 
Let  fall  a  Tear  in  feeling  of  my  Caule, 
Now  turns  away,  retracing  its  CompaiTion, 
And  fpeaks  the  general  Grudge  at  my  complaioing. 
But  there's  a  King,  who's  facred  Word's  his  Law  j 
Supported  by  that  Hope,  I  (till  muft  on. 
Nor  till  by  him  rejeded,  can  be  filent. 

Bel,  Your  Duty  Hiou'd  recede,  when  publick  Gooi 
Muft  fufFer  in  thq  Life  your  Caufe  purfues. 

P  4  ^%' 


40       77;^  Heroick  Daughter.' 

Xim.  But  can  it  be?  Was  it  to  Carlos'  Sword 
The  Nation  thus  trnnfporred  owes  its  Safety  > 
O  let  me  tafte  the  Pleafure,  and  the  Pain  ! 
Te!l  m^j  Bcl:{arn,  tell  me  all  his  Glory, 
O  !  let  me  Surfeit  on  the  guilty  Joy, 
Delight  my  Paifion,  and  torment  my  Vertue.^ 

Bd,  Alon:{o^  who  was  prefent  will  inform  U5, 
Enter  Aionzo. 
Alon:{o,  if  your  Bufinefs  will  permit. 

Alon.lhQ  Abl^ot,at  whofe  Houfe Count  Gf)r»w/f:^  I'^^^O  -^f^^* 
Has  fent  in  ha.te  to  fpeak  with  me,  I  guefs,  r   '^ 

To  fix  the  Order  of  his  Funeral.  ^  Belz. 

Bel.  Spare  us  at  leaft  a  Moment  from  th'Occafion, 
Ximena  has  not  )et  been  fully  told 
The  Adion  of  our  late  Deliverance  ; 
The  Fame  of  Carlos  may  compofe  her  Sorrows. 

Alon.  Permit  the  Adion  then  to  praife  it  felf; 
Late  in  the  Night,  ar  Lord  Alvare:(  Houfe, 
Five  Hundred  Friends  were  gather'd  in  his  Caufe, 
To  oppofe  the  Vengeance,  that  purfu'd  his  Son  ; 
But  in  the      mmon  Danger,  brave  Alvare:^^ 
With  valiant  Carlos  at  their'  Head,  prefer'd 
The  publick  Safety  to  their  private  Honour, 
And  march*d  with  Swords  determin'd  'gainft  the  Moorsl 
This  brave  Example,  e'er  they  reach'd  the  Harbour, 
Increas'd  their  Nnmbers  to  Three  Thoufand  ftrong. 

Bel.  Were  the  Moors  landed  e'er  you  reach'd  the  Port  ^. 

Alon.  Not  till  fome  Hours  after,  when  we  arrived, 
Our  Troops  were  form'd,  Ximena  was  the  Word, 
And  Carlos  foremoft,  to  confront  the  Foe. 
Tne  Moors  not  yet  in  view,  he  order'd  firft 
Two  Thirds  of  our  divided  Force  to  lie 
Conceal'd  i'th'  Hatches  of  our  Ships  in  Harbour  ; 
The  reft,  whofe  Numbers  every  Moment  iweil'd, 
Halted  with  Carlos,  on  the  Shore,  impatient. 
And  filent  on  their  Arms  repofing,  pafs'd 
The  ftill  remainder  of  the  wafting  Night. 
At  length  the  Brightnefs  of  the  Moon  prefenrs 
Near  Twenty  Sail  approaching  with  theTyde  j 
Our  Order  ftill  obferv'd,  we  let  them  pafs  ; 
Nor  ar  the  Port,  or  Walls,  a  Man  was  feen. 
ThisDeadnefs  of  our  Silence  wings  their  Hopes; 
To  feize  th'Occafion>  and  furprize  us  fleeping. 
And  now  they  difembark,  and  meet  their  Fate, 
For  ac  the  Inftant  they  were  half  on  Shore, 

Uprofe 
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Uprofe  the  Numbers  in  our  Ships  conceal'd. 

And  tQ  the  vaulted  Heav'n  thunder'd  their  Huzra's, 

Which  Carlos  ecchp'd  from  his  Force  on  Shore  : 

At  this,  amaz'd  Confufion  feiz'd  their  Troops, 

And  e'er  their  Chiefs  cou'd  form  them  to  refift. 

We  prefs'd  them  on  the  Water,  drove  them  on 

The  Land,  then  fir'd  their  Ships  to  ftop  their  Flight : 

Howe'er  at  length  their  Leaders  bravely  rallying, 

Recover'd  them  to  order,  and  a  while 

Suftain'd  their  Courage,  and  oppos'd  our  Fury : 

But,  when  their  burning  Ships  began  to  flame. 

The  dreadful  Blaze  preienting  to  their  View 

Their  flaughcer'd  Heaps  that  fell  where  Ctirlcs  fought, 

(Fcr  qh  he  fought,  as  if  tQ  die  were  Vidory) 

Their  fruirlefs  Courage  then  refign'd  their  Hopes; 

And  now  their  wounded  King  defpairing,  call  4 

Aloud,  and  hail'd  our  General  to  furrender, 

Whom  C^r/cj  anfwering  receiv'd  his  Prifoner  : 

At  this,  the  reft  had  on  SubmilTion  Quarter, 

Our  Trumpets  found,  and  Shouts  proclaim  pur  Viiflory: 

While  Carlos  bore  his  Captive  to  his  Father,        ( 

W^hofe  Heart  tranfported  at  the  Royal  Prize, 

Dropt  Tears  of  Joy,  and  to  the  King  convey'd  him. 

Where  now  he's  pleading  for  his  Son's  Diftrefs, 

And  asks  but  Mercy  for  his  glorious  Triumph.  \JB^iti 

Xim.  Too  much  !  it  is  too  much,  relentlefs  Heav'n  1 
Th'  Opprelfion's  greater  than  my  Soul  can  bear  ! 
O  wounding  Vertue  !  O  my  tortur'd  Heart ! 
Art  only  thou  forbidden  to  applaud  him> 
Cannot  a  Nation  fav'd  appeafe  thy  Vengeance? 
Why  !  why  juft  Heav'n,  are  his  Deeds  fo  glorious. 
And  only  fatal  to  the  Heart  that  loves  him? 

Bel.  Compofe,  Ximcna,  thy  Diforder,  fee, 
The  King  approaches,  fmiling  on  AlvareT^, 
Whofe  Heart  o'erflowing,  gufliesathis  Eyes, 
And  fpeaks  his  Plea  too  (irong  for  thy  Complaint. 

Xhn.  Then  lleep,    my   Love,  and  Vertue  arm  t'oppofe 
him, 
Let  me  look  backward  on  his  fatal  Honour, 
Survey  this  mournful  Pomp  of  his  Renown, 
Thefe  woeful  Trophies  of  his  conquer'd  Love, 
That  thro'  my  Father's  Life  purfu'd  his  Fame, 
And  made  me  in  his  Nuptial  Hopes  an  Orphan  ? 
O  broken  Spirit !  would"ft  thou  fpare  him  now, 
Think  on  thy  Father's  Blood  !  exert  the  Dai]?;hter, 
Si^pprefs  thy  Paffion,  and  demand  thy  ViClim.  Enter 
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Enter  King^^varez,  Sanchez,  (3c. 

King,  Dlftnifs  thy  Fears,  my  Friend,  and  Man  thy  Heart, 
For  while  his  AcSbions  are  above  Reward, 
Mercy's  of  Courfe  included  in  the  Debt. 
Our  ableft  Bounty's  Bankrupt  to  his  Merit, 
Our  Subjects  refcu'd  from  fo  fierce  a  Foe, 
The  Moors  defeated,  e'er  the  rude  Alarni 
Allow'd  us  Time  to  order  our  Defence, 
Our  Crown  protedied,  and  our  Scepter  fixt,' 
Are  Adions  that  fecure  Acknowledgment. 

Alv,  My  Tears,  Sir,  better  than  my  Words  will  thank 
you. 

Enter  Garcia. 

Gnr.  Don  Carlos,  Sir,  without,  attends  your  Plcafurc, 
And  comes  furrender'd  as  his  Word  engag'd. 
To  anfwer  the  Appeal  of  fair  Ximena. 

KJng,  Attend  him  to  our  Prefence. 

Kim.  O  my  Heart ! 

King.  Ximena,  with  Compafllon  we  fhall  hear  thee,' 
But  muft  not  have  thy  Griefs  arraign  our  Juftice, 
If  in  his  Judge  thou  find'ft  an  Advocate  : 
Not  lefs  his  Virtues,  than  thy  Wrongs  will  plead. 

Xim.  O  fainting  Caufe !  but  thus  my  Griefs  demand  Wiml 

{^Kneelingi 

{Ji^ile  the  Kjng  raifes  Ximena,  enter 

Alonzo,  and  whifpers  Alvarez. 

Ah.  This  Inftant,  fay'ft  thou  ?  Can  I  leave  my  Son  ? 

Alon.  The  Matter's  more  important  than  your  Stay. 
Make  Hafte,  my  Lord. 

Ah.  What  can  thy  Tranfport  mean  .» 
Be  plain. 

Alon:  We  have  no  Time  to  lofe  in  Words, 
Away,  I  fay. 

Ah.  Lead  on,  and  eafe  my  Wonder.  {^ExemK 

Enter  Carlos,  and  kpeels  to  the  KJng. 

KJng.  O  rife,  my  Warrior,  raife  thee  to  my  Breaft^ 
And  in  thy  Matter's  Heart  repeat  thy  Triumphs.^ 

Car.  Thefe  Honours,  Sir,  to  any  Senfe  but  mine, 
Might  lift  its  Tranfports  to  Ambition's  Height ; 
But  while  Ximena  s  Sorrows  prefs  my  Heart, 
Forgive  me,  if  defpairing  of  Repofe, 
I  taftc  no  Comfort  in  the  Life  (he  fecks ; 
And  urge  the  Iflue  of  her  Grief's  Appeal. 

KJng.  Ximena,  'tis  moft  true,  has  loft  a  Father, 
But  thou  haft  fav'd  her  Country  from  Its  Fate, 
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And  the  fame  Vertue  that  demands  thy  Life, 
Owes  more  than  Pardon  to  the  publick  Weal. 

Xim.  My  Rosal  Lord,  vouchfafe  my  Griefs  a  Hearing  ; 
O  think  not.  Sir,  becaufe  my  Spirits  faint, 
That  the  firm  Confcience  of  my  Duty  ftaggers. 
The  Criminal  I  charge,  has  kill'd  my  Father  ; 
And,  tho  his  Valour  has  preferv'd  the  State, 
Yet  every  Subjedt  is  not  wrong  d  like  me. 
Therefore  with  Eafe  may  pardon,  what  they  feel  nor: 
As  he  has  fav'd  a  Nation  from  its  Foes, 
The  Thanks  that  Nation  owes  him,  are  but  juft. 
And  I  muft  join  the  general  Voice  t'applaud  him.- 
But  all  the  Tribute,  that  my  Heart  can  fpare  him, 
Is  Tears  of  Pity ;  while  my  Wrongs  purfue  him. 
What  more  than  Pity  can  ihofe  Wrongs  afford  ? 
What  lefs  than  Juftice  can  my  Duty  ask  ? 
If  publick  Obligations  muft  be  paid  him, 
Let  every  fingie  Heart  give  equal  Share: 
{Carles  has  prov'd,  that  mine  is  not  ungrateful) 
But  muft  my  Duty  yield  fuch  Difproportion  > 
Muft  on  my  Heart  a  Father's  Blood  be  levy'd. 
And  my  whole  Ruin  pay  the  Publick  Thanks  > 
If  Blood  for  Blood  might  be  before  demanded. 
Is  it  lefs  due,  becaufe  his  Fame's  grown  greater? 
Shall  Vertue,  that  fhou'd  guard,  infult  your  Laws, 
And  tollerate  our  Paifions  to  infringe  'em? 
If  to  defend  the  Publick,  may  excufe 
A  private  Wrong,  how  is  the  Publick  fafe  ? 
How  is  the  Nation  from  a  Foe  preferv'd. 

If  every  Subjed's  Life  is  at  his  Mercy  ? 

My  Duty,  Sir,  has  fpoken,  and  kneels  for  Judgment. 
Car.  O  Noble  Spirit,  how  thou  charm'ft  my  Senie,  ^  i/^f^Tt^ 

And  giv'ft  my  Heart  a  Pleafure  in  my  Ruin,  \ 

KJng,  Raife  thee,  Ximena,  and  compofe  thy  Thoughts, 

As  thou  to  Carlos^  Deeds  haft  fpoke  impartial, 

So  to  thy  Vertue,  that  purfues  him,  we 

Muft  give  an  equal  Plaudit  of  our  Wonder: 

But  we  have  now  our  Duty  to  difcharge^ 

Which  far  from  blaming,  fliall  exalt  thy  own : 

If  thy  chafte  Fame,  which  we  confefs  fublime. 

Compels  thy  Duty  to  fupprefs  thy  Love, 

To  raife  yet  higher  then  thy  matchlefs  Glory, 

Prefer  thy  Native  Country  to  them  both. 

And  to  the  Publick  Tears  refign  rhy  Viclim  ; 

y/here  a  whole  Peooie  owe  their  Prefervaticn, 

Shall 
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Shall  private  Juftlce  do  a  publick  Wrong, 

And  feed  thy  Vengeance  with  the  general  Sorrow  ? 

Xim,  Is  then  my  Caufe  the  Publick's  Viclim  ? 

Kjng.  No. 
"We've  yet  a  Hope  to  conquer  thv  Refentmenr, 
And  rather  wou'd  compole  than  filence  it: 
For  if  our  Arguments  feem  yet  too  weak 
To  guard  thy  Vertue  from  the  leaft  Reproach, 
Behold  the  generous  Sandtion  that  protects  it, 
Read  there  the  Pardon  which  thy  Father  gives  him,' 
And  with  his  dying  Hand  aiTigns  thy  Beautie§. 

Xim.  My  Father's  Pardon  ! 

Kjng,  Read,  and  raife  thy  Wonder. 

Xim.  (^F{eads)  ■  Alvare:{  wrong'd  me  in  my  Mafter's  Favour, 
I  Carlos  is  brave,  and  has  deferv'd  Ximena  ! 

Car.  OSoul  of  Honour!  now  lamented  Vidory  1 

Kjng.  Now,  fair  Ximena^  now  refume  thy  Peace, 
Reduce  thy  Vengeance  to  thy  Father's  Will, 
And  join  the  Hand  his  Honour  has  forgiven. 

Xim.  All-gracious  Heav  n !  have  my  fwoln  Eyes  their  Senfe^ 

D.  San.  O  tottering  Hope,  but  I  have  yet  a  Thought, 
That  will  compel  her  Vertue  to  purfue  him. 

Xim.  Why  did  you  fliew  me,  Sir,  this  wounding  Good-^ 
nefs? 
This  Legacy,  tho*  fit  for  him  to  leave, 
Wou  d  in  his  Daughter  be  Reproach  to  take  ; 
Honour  unqueftion'd  may  forgive  a  Foe, 
But  who'll  not  doubt  it  when  it  fpares  a  Lover  ? 
If  you  propos'd  to  mitigate  my  Griefs, 
You  (hou'd  have  hid  this  cruel  Obligation, 
Why  wou'd  you  fet  fuch  Vertues  in  my  View, 
And  make  the  Father  dearer  than  the  Lover  ? 

KJtig.  Since  with  fuch  Rigour  thou  purfu'ft  thy  Vengeance^ 
And  what  we  meant  Ihou'd  pacify,  provokes  it, 
Attend  fubmifTive  to  our  laft  Refolve  ; 
For  fince  thy  Honour's  fo  feverely  ftrid. 
As  not  to  ratify  thy  Father's  Mercy, 
We'll  right  at  once  thy  Duty  and  thy  Lover : 
Give  thee  the  Glory  of  his  Life  purfu'd, 
And  feal  his  Pardon  to  reward  thy  Vertue. 

Xim.  Avert  it  Heavn,  that  c  er  my  guilty  Heart 
Shou'd  impioufly  infult  a  Father's  Grave, 
And  yield  his  Daughter  to  the  Hand  that  kill'd  him, 

£).  San.  Unnatural  Thought  I  Madam,  fnpprefs  your  Tears, 
Your  murder'd  Father  was  my  deareft  Friend, 

Permit 
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Permit  me  therefore  in  your  finking  C^ufe, 
To  offer  an  Expedient  may  fupport  it. 

Xim.  Whatever  Right  or  Juflice  may,  I  am  bound 
In  Duty  to  purfiie,  and  thank  your  Friendfhip. 

D.  San.  Thus  then  to  Royal  Juflice  I  appeal. 
And  in  Ximcna's  Right  her  Advocate, 
Demand  from  Carlos  your  Reverfe  of  Pardon. 

KJng.  What  means  thy  Tranfport  ? 

D,  San.  Sir,  I  urge  your  Laws, 
And  fince  her  Duty's  forc'd  to  thefe  Extreams,' 
There's  yet  a  Law  from  whence  there's  no  Appeal, 
A  Right,  which  e'en  your  Crown's  oblig'd  to  grant  her, 
The  Right  of  Combat,  which  I  here  demand; 
And  ask  her  Vengeance  from  a  Champion's  Sword. 

Car.  O  Sacred  Sir,  I  cafl  me  at  your  Feet, 
And  beg  your  Mercy  wou'd  relieve  my  Woes; 
Since  her  firm  Duty  is  inflexible, 
Confign  her  Vidlim  to  the  braver  Sword. 
Grant  this  Expedient  to  acquit  my  Crime, 
Or  filence  with  my  Arm  her  Heart's  Reproaches; 
O  nothing  is  fo  painful  as  Sufpenfe, 
This  Way  our  Griefs  are  equally  reliev'd, 
Her  Duty's  full  difcharg'd,  your  Juftice  crown 'd. 
And  Conqueft  muft  attend  Superior  Vertue. 

K.ing.  This  barbarous  Law,  which  yet  is  unrepeal'd. 
Has  often  againft  Right,  grofs  Wrongs  fupported. 
And  robb'd  our  State  of  many  noble  Subjed:s; 
Nor  ever  was  our  Mercy  tempted  more 
T'oppofe  its  Force,  than  in  our  Care  for  Carhs: 
But  fince  his  Peace  depends  upon  his  Love, 
And  cruel  Love  infifts  upon  its  Right, 
We'll  trufl  his  Vertues  to  the  Chance  of  Combat, 
And  let  his  Fate  reproach,  or  win  Xmena. 

Xim.  What  unforefeen  Calamities  furround  me  ? 

King.  Ximenn  I  now  no  more  complain,  we  grant 
Thy  Suit,  but  where's  this  Champion  of  thy  Caufe? 
Whole  Appetite  of  Honour  is  fo  keen. 
As  to  confront  in  Arms  this  lawrell'd  Brow, 
And  dare  the  (liining  Terrors  of  his  Sword  ? 
•'*'  D.  San.  Behold  th'  Alfailant  of  this  glorious  Hero,' 
Your  Leave,  dread  Sir,  thus  to  appel  him  forth.  [Drawsl 

Bel.  Hold  Heart,  and  fpare  me  from  the  publick  Shame. 

D.  San.  Carlos^  behold  the  Champion  of  Ximena, 
Behold  th'  Avenger  of  brave  Gcrma:^  Blood, 

Who 
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Who  calls  thee  Traytor  to  thy  Injur'd  Love, 

Ungrateful  to  the  Sighs  that  pitied  thee, 

And  proudly  partial  thy  Father's  Falfhood  : 

Thefe  Crimes  my  Sword  fhall  prove  upon  thy  Heart j 

And  to  defend  them  dares  thee  to  the  Combat. 

Car,  Open  the  Lifts,  ^nd  give  the  Aflailant  Room, 
There  on  his  Life  my  injur'd  Sword  fliall  prove, 
This  Arm  ne'er  drew  it  but  in  Right  of  Honour: 
Firft,   for  thy  Slander,  Sanche:{,  I  defy  thee. 
And  throwing  to  thy  Teeth  the  Traytor's  Name, 
Will  wafli  th*  Imputation  with  thy  Blood  ; 
A.nd  prove  thy  Vertue  falfe  as  is  thy  Spirit; 
For  iiot  Ximenas  Caufe  but  Charms  have  fir'd  thee, 
Vainly  thou  fteal'ft  thy  Courage  from  her  Eyes, 
And  bafely  ftain'ft  the  Vertue  that  fubdu  d  her. 

D,  San,  O  that  thy  Fame  in  Arms — 

Kjng.  Snnchej(t  forbear — 
Tis  not  your  Tongues  muft  arbitrate  your  Strife, 
Let  in  the  Lifts  your  Vauntings  be  approv'd. 
Whofe  Arm,  Ximena,  (hall  defend  your  Caufe? 

Xim.  O  Force  of  Duty  I  Sir,  the  Arm  of  Sanche:{i 

D.San,  My  Word's  my  Gage. 

King.  'Tis  well,  the  Lifts  are  fet,— 
Let  on  the  Morn  the  Combatants  be  cited, 
And ,  Felix,  you  be  Umpire  of  the  Field. 

Car.  The  Valiant,  Sir,  are  never  unprepar'd, 
O  Sir,  at  once  relieve  my  Soul's  Sufpence, 
And  let  this  Inftant  Hour  decide  our  Fate : 

D.  San.  This  Moment,  Sir I  join  in  that  with  Carhs* 

Kjng.  Since  both  thus  prefs  it,  be  it  now  decided. 
Carlos  be  ready  at  the  Trumpet's  Call, 
You,  Felix,  when  the  Combat's  done,  condudb 

The  Victor  to  our  Prefence Now,  Ximena, 

As  thou  art  juft  or  cruel  in  thy  Duty, 
Exped  the  IfTue  will  reward  or  grieve  thee  : 
Sanche:;^  fet  forward—  Carlos  we  allow 
Thy  pitied  Love  a  Moment  with  Ximena. 

{^Exit  KJng  and  Tralnl 

D.  San.  A  fruitlefs  Moment  that  muft  prove  his  iaft. 

[Exit. 

Car.  Ximena  I  O  permit  me  e'er  I  die. 
To  tell  thy  Heart,  thy  hard  Unkindnefs  kills  me. 

Xim.  Ah  Carlos,  can  thy  Plaints  reproach  my  Duty, 
Nay,  arr  rhou  more  than  Sanche^  is,  in  Danger  } 

Car.  Or  thou  more  injur'd  than  thy  haplefs  Father, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  greater  Heart  forgave  my  Senfe  of  Honour? 
Thou  can*ft  not  think  I  fpeak  regarding  Life, 
Which  hopelefs  of  thy  Love's  not  worth  my  Care, 
But  oh  !  it  ftrikes  me  with  the  laft  Defpair, 
To  think  that  lov'd  Ximenn\  Heart  had  lefs 
Companion  than  my  mortal  Enemy; 
My  Life  had  then  indeed  been  worth  Acceptance^ 
Had  thy  relenting  Throes  of  Pity  fav'd  it: 
But,  as  it  is  purfu'd  to  thefe  Exrreams, 
Thus  made  the  Vidim  of  fuperfluous  Fame, 
And  doom'd  the  Sacrifice  oi  filial  Rigour, 
Thefe  Arms  Ihali  open  to  thy  Champion's  Sword," 
And  glut  the  Vengeance,  that  fupports  thy  Glory. 

Xim.  Haft  thou  no  Honour,  Carlos,  to  defend  ? 

[Tremhlxngl 

Car,  How  can  I  lofe  what  Sanche:(  cannot  gain  ? 
For  Where's  his  Honour,  where  there's  no  Refiftance? 
Is  it  for  me  to  guard  Xiwenas  Foe, 
Or  turn  outragious  on  the  friendly  Breaft, 
Which  her  diftrefsful  Charms  have  warm'd  to  right  her? 

Xim,  O  cruel  Carlos!  thus  to  rack  my  Heart 
With  hard  Reproaches,  that  thou  know'ft  are  grcundlefs  ; 
Why  doft  thou  talk  thus  cruelly  of  Death, 
And  give  me  Terrors  unconceiv'd  before  ? 
What  tho'  my  Force  of  Duty  has  purfu'd  thee. 
Has  thou  not  left  thy  Courage  to  defend  thee  ? 
O  I  is  thy  Quarrel  to  our  Race  reviv'd, 
Coti'd'ft  thou  to  right  thy  Honour,  kill  my  Father  ? 
And  now  not  guard  it  to  deftroy  Ximena  ? 

Car,  O  heav'nly  Sound,  O  Joy  unfelt  before  ! 

Xim.  O'  Is  my  Duty  then  not  thought  compulfivc  ? 
Can'ft  thou  believe  I'm  pleas'd  while  I  purine  thee? 
Or  think'ft  thou  I'm  not  pleas'd  the  King  preferv'd  thee  ? 
And  that  thy  Courage  yet  may  ward  my  Vengeance  ? 
O  if  thou  knew'ft  what  Tranfports  fiU'd  my  Heart, 
When  firft  I  heard  the  Moors  had  fled  before  thee. 
Thy  Love  woud  feel Confufion  for  my  Shame, 
And  Icarce  forgive  the  PaiTion  thou  reproacheft  : 
O  Carlos,  guard  ^hy  Life,  and  fave  Ximena !  ' 

Car,  And  fave  Ximena  !  O  thou  haft  fir'd  my  Heart 
With  animated  Love,  and  fav'd  thy  Carlos^*' 

{^Sound  Trumpets] 
But  hark  the  Trumpet  calls  me  to  the  Lift ! 

Xim.  May  Heav'ns  high  Care,  and  all  its  Angels  guard 
iheC; 

Car,  Words 
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Car,  Words  wou'd  but  wrong  my  Heart,  ifly  Sword  fhall 
fpeak  it : 

Sanche7[y  I  come Impatient  to  chaftife 

Thy  Love,  which  makes  thee  now  the  CriminaJj 

I  might  have  fpar'd  thee,  had  the  Rival  flept. 

But  boldly  thnsavow*d,  thou  art  worth  my  Sword—- 

'Tis  faid  the  Lion,  tho*  diftreft  for  Food, 

Efpying  on  the  Turf  the  Huntfman  fleeping, 

Reftrains  his  Hunger,  and  forbears  the  Prey, 

But  when  his  roufing  Foe  alarm'd  and  ready 

Uplifts  his  Javelin  brandifht  to  afTail  him. 

The  generous  Savage  then  eredlis  his  Creft, 

Grinds  his  fliarp  Fangs,  and  with  fierce  Eyes  inflam'd, 

Surveys  him  w  orthy  of  his  Rage  defy'd, 

Furious  uprearing  ruflies  on  the  Game, 

And  crowns  at  once  his  Vengeance  and  his  Fame.         \,Exit» 

Xim.  O  glorious  Spirit !  O  hard-fated  Vertue ! 
With  what  Reludance  has  my  Heart  purfu'd  thee  ? 

Bel.  Was  ever  Breaft  like  mine  with  Woe  divided  ? 
I  fear  the  Dangers  of  the  faithlefs  S^nche:(f 
And  tremble  more  for  his  dread  Sword's  Succefs; 
Shou'd  Carlos  fall—  What  ftops  him  from  Ximena? 
Keep  down  my  Sighs,  or  feemsto  rife  for  her. 

Xim.  Tell  me,  Bel:{ara,  was  my  Terror  blameful  ? 
Might  not  his  PafTion  make  my  Heart  relent. 
And  feel  at  fuch  a  Time  a  Pang  to  fave  him  ?  ^ 

Bel.  So  far  was  your  CompaiTlon  from  a  Cilme, 
That  'tis  th*  exalted  Merit  of  your  Duty; 
Had  Carlos  been  a  Stranger  to  your  Heart, 
Where  were  the  Vertue,  that  your  Griefs  purfu'd  him  ? 
Were  it  no  Pain  to  lofe  him,  where  the  Glory  ? 
The  Sacrifice  that's  great,  muft  firfl  be  dear; 
The  more  you  Love,  the  nobler  is  your  Vidtim. 

Xim,  Thy  partial  Friendfliip  fees  nor  fure  my  Fault, 
I  doubt  my  youthful  Ignorance  has  err'd, 
And  the  ftri(i  Matron  rigidly  fevere. 
May  blame  this  Weaknefs  of  my  Woman's  Heart : 
But  let  her  feel  my  Tryal  firft,  and  if 
She  blames  me  then,  I  will  repent  the  Crime. 

[^Sound  Trumpet  At  Dijlandcl 
Hark,  hark,  the  Trumpet!  O  tremendous  Sound! 
Bel:{ara !  O  the  Combat  is  began. 
The  agonizing  Terror  (hakes  my  Soul, 
Help  me,  fupport  me  with  thy  friendly  Comforts, 
O  tell  me  what  my  Duty  owes  a  Parent, 

And 
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'And  warm  my  Wifties  in  his  Champion's  Favour— 

Oh  Heav  n  I  ic  will  nor,  will  not  be  .'  my  Heart 

Rebels,  and  fpice  of  me  inclines  to  Carlos^ 

Who  now  again,  in  Scinche^,  fights  my  Father; 

Now  he  attacks  him,  prefTes,  now  retreats  ; 

Again  recovers,  and  relumes  his  Fire, 

Now  grows  too  ftrong,  and  is  at  laft  triumphant ! 

'Bel,  Reftrain  thy  Thoughts,  collect  thy  Conftancy, 
Give  not  thy  Heart  imaginary  Wounds,  ,, 

Thy  Vertue  muft  be  Providence's  Care. 

Xwi.  O  guard  me  Heavn —  Help  me  to  fupport  It!  ah! 

\lltumfcu  md,  Shout s\ 
'Tis  done,  thofe  dreadful  Shouts  proclaim  the  Vidofi 
If  Carlos  conquers,  ftill  I've  loft  a  Father; 
And  if  he  perifiies,  then — dleXhmia. 

Bel.  Conquer  who  may,  no  Hope  fupportsB^/j{4r/?; 

Enter  Garcia. 

Came  you,  Don  Garcia,  from  the  Combat .> 

Gar.  Madam, 
The  King,  to  fliew  he  difapprovesthe  Cuftom,^ 
Forbad  his  own  Domefticks  to  be  prefent.         [Shouts  nearerl 
Bur  I  prefume  'tis  done,  thefe  Shouts  confirm  it; 
Hence  from  this  Window,  we  may  guefs  the  Vi(5lor. 

Xim.  O  tell  me  quickly,  while  I've  Senfe  to  hear  thee. 

Gar.    O    Heav'n ,    'tls    Sanche:{  ,    I    fee   him    with    his 
Sword, 
In  Triumph  prelTing  thro*  the  Crowd  his  W^y. 

Xim.  Sanchc:{!  thou'rt  fure  deceived,  O  better  yec 
Inform  thy  dazied  Eyes. 

Gar.  *Tis  certain  he  ! 
For  now  he  ftops,  and  Teems  to  warn  them  back  ; 
The  Crowd  retires,  I  (ee  him  plain,  and  now 
He  mounts  the  Steps  that  lead  to  this  Apartment. 

Xim.  Then  fatal  Vengeaace,  thou  art  dearly  fated, 
Now  Love  unbounded  may  o'erflow  my  Heart, 
And  Carlos'  Fat6  without  a  Crime  be  mourn'd  : 
O  Sanche:{f  if  poor  C4rlos  told  me  true, 
If  'twas  thy  Love,  not  Honour  fought  my  Caufe, 
Thy  Guilt  has  purchas'd  with  thy  Sword  my  Scorn,' 
And  made  thy  Pallion  wretched  as  Ximena. 

Bel.  Oh  Heav'n  fupport  her  nobler  Refolution— 
But  fee,  he  comes  to  meet  the  Difappointmen;. 

E  Enter 
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Enter  Don 'Sanchez,  nnd  lays  his  Sword  /it  Xlmena's  Feet: 

D,  Stin.  Madam,    this  Sword   that  in  your  Caufe  was 
dravvn--- 

jGw.  Stain'd  with  the  Blood  of  Carlos^  kills  Ximena, 

D.  San.  1  come  ro  mitigate  your  Griefs. 

Xiir}.  Avant,  avoid  me,  wing  thee  from  my  Sight, 
O  thou  haft  given  me  for  Revenge,  Defpair, 
Haflravifht  with  thy  miirt.herous  Arm  my  Peace, 
And  robb'd  my  Wifnes  of  rhelr  deareft  Objed. 

D.  San.  Hear  me  but  fpeak. 

Xlm,  Can'ft  hcu  fuppofe  'twill  pleafe  me,^ 
To  hesrthy  Pride  triumphant,  paint  my  Ruin,' 
Vaunt  thy  vain  Prowefs,  and  reproach  my  Sorrows? 

D.  Sari.  Thofe  SovrGv^s,  wou'd  you  hear  my  Story-r 
Xim.  Hence. 
To  Regions  diftant,  nsthy  SonI  from  Joy, 
Fly,  and  in  gloomy  Horrors  wafte  thy  Life  : 
Remorfe,  and  pale  Affiidlion  wait  thee  to 
Thy  Reft,  Repofe  forfake  thee,  frightful  Dreams 
Alarm  thy.  Sleeps,  and  in  thy  waking  Hours, 
May  AVces  like  mine  pu'rfue  rhy  Steps  for  ever. 

Bel.  O  charming  Rage :  how  cordially  fhe  hates  him  ! 

Enter  King. 

J{jng.    What,,,  ft  ill.  in  Tears,  .^*«JW4  ?   Still  complain- 
ing l  '\       ■    •":  '\j.    .  ■'..  _ 
Cannot  thy  Duty's  fidll  Dirch^fg^cdnteht'thee? 
Repin'ft  thou  at  the  Atft  of  Providence  ? 
And  think'ft  thy  Caufe  ftill  wrong'd  in  Heav'ns  Decree  .> 

Xim.  O  far.  Sir,  from  my  Soul  be  fuch  a  Thought, 
I  bow  fubmilUve  to  high  Heav'n's  Appointment, 
But  is  AfSidion  impious  in  its  Sorrow? 
Tho'  Vengeance  to  a  Father's  Blood  u'as  due. 
Is  it  lefs  Glorious,  that  I  priz'd  the  Vidtim  ? 
Has  Nature  loft  its  Privilege  to  weep. 
When  all  that's  valuable  in  Life  is  gone  ? 
O  Carlos,  Carlos !  I  fliall  fcdn  be  with  thee. 

Kjng.  Are  then  thefe  Tears  for  Carlos—  O  Ximenit  ! 
The  vanquiflit  SaiichtX  has  deceiv'd    thy  Grief, 
And  made  this  Tryal  of  thy  generous  Heart, 
For  know  thy  Carlos  lives,  and  lives  to  adore  thee. 

Xim, 


The  Heroick  Daughter.'        6j 

Xitn.  What  means  my  Royal  Lord? 

King.  Inform  her,  Sanche:{, 

D.  San,  The   Fortune   of  the  Combat   I  had  told   be- 
fore, 
Had,  Sir,  her  Fright  endu'd  my  Speech, 
I  wou'd  have  told  you,  Madam,  as  oblig'd 
In  Honour  to  the  conquering  Sword  of  Carlos, 
How  nobly,  for  your  fake,  he  fpar'd  your  Champion  j 
When  on  the  Earth  fuccumbent,  and  difarm'd, 
I  Jay :  *  Live,  Satiche:^,  faid  the  generous  Vidor, 

*  The  Life  that  fighrs  Ximenns  Caufe,  is  Sacred  ; 

*  Take  back  thy  Sword,  and  at  her  Feet  prefent 

*  The  glorious  Trophy  which  her  Charms  have  won, 
*'  The  laft  Oblation,  that  Defpair  can  make  her. 
Toucht  with  the  noble  Fullnefs  of  his  Heart, 

I  flew  to  execute  the  grateful  Charge, 

But,  Madam,  your  Affright  miftock  the  Vicflror, 

And  your  impatient  Griefs  refus'd  me  Audience. 

Kjng.  Now  think,  Ximena,  one  Monient  think  for 
Carlos ! 

Xim.  O  Love!  O  perfecuted  Heart ! 
Inftrud  me  Heav'n  to  lupport  my  Fame, 
lo  right  my  Paifion,  and  revere  my  Father. 

D.  San.  And  now  with  juft  Confufion,  Sir,  I  own 
In  me  'twas  guilty  Love,  that  drew  my  Sword; 
But  fince  th*  Event  has  crown'd  a  nobler  PafTion, 
I  plead  the  Merit  of  that  Sword's  Defeat, 
Regret  the  Error,  and  intreat  for  Pardon. 

Kjng   Sanchs:^,  thy  Crime  Is  punifht  in  it  felf, 
We  late  have  heard  of  thy  retraced  Vows, 
Which  on  thy  ftricfl  Allegiance  we  enjoin 
Thy  Honour,  inftantly  to  ratify  : 
Supprefs  thy  Tears,  'Bcl:{nra,  he  iliall  right  thee. 

Xim.  'Tis  fixt,  a  Beam  of  heav'nly  Light  breaks  fcrfh, 
And  fliews  my  ruin'd  Peace  its  laft  Refource. 

Gar.  Don  Carlos^  Sir,  attends  your  Royal  Pleafure. 
KJng.  Has  he  your  Leave,  Ximena^  to  approach  ? 
Xim.  O  Sir,  yet  hold,  I  dare  not  fee  him  now, 
While  my  depending  Juftice  was  my  Guard, 
I  faw  him  fearlefs  from  AfTaults  ot  Love  : 
But  now  my  vanquiflu  Vengeance  dreads  his  MeilE, 
And  confcious  Duty  warms  me  to  avoid  him; 
Since  then  my  Heart's  impartial  to  his  Venues, 
O  do  not  call  me  cruel  to  his  Love, 
'  '    ■     ^  -       E  ^  It 
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If  I  in  Reverence  to  a  Father's  Blood, 

Sbou'd  flvut  my  Sorrows  ever  from  his  Sight  j 

For  tho*you  raife  above  Mankind  his  Merit, 

And  I  confefs  it—  (till  he  has  kill'd  my  Father—- 

Nay,  tho'  I  grant  the  Pad  may  plead  for  Mercy, 

Yct'twou'd  in  me  be  impious  to  reward  it ; 

My  Eyes  may  mourn,  but  never  muft  behold  him  mores 

Yet,  e'er  I  part,  let,  Sir,  my  humbled  Senfe 

Applaud  your  Mercy,  and  confefs  your  Juftice: 

Hence  to  fome  Sacred  Cloifter  I'll  retire. 

And  dedicate  my  future  Days  to  Heav'n— 

'T;j  done-'  O  lend  me  to  my  peaceful  Cell, 

One  Sigh  for  Carlps-f-  Noxp  vain  H^orldfarevpell. 

t^s  Xim.  is  going  off. 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Alonzo. 

\/lh.  Turn,  turn,  Ximena^  O  prepare  to  heat 
A  Story  will  diftradl  thy  Senfe  with  Joy, 
Drive  all  thy  Sorrows  from  thy  linking  Heart, 
And  crown  thy  Duty  with  triumphant  Love. 
Pardon,  dread  Sir*  this  Tumult  of  my  Soul, 
That  carries  in  my  Rudenefs  my  Excufe; 
O  prefs  me  not  to  tell  Particulars, 
But  let  my  Tidings  leap  at  once  the  Bounds 
Of  your  Belief,  and  in  one  Burft  of  Joy 
inform  my  Royal  Mafter,  that  his  Crown's  Support,' 
My  vanquifht  Friend,  thy  Father,  Gorma:(,  lives; 
He  lives  in  Health  confirm'd  from  Mortal  Danger, 
Thefe  Eyes  have   feen   him,   thefe  bleft   Arms  embrac'd 

him. 
The  Means,  th'  Occafion  of  his  Death  fuppos'd, 
Wou'd  ask  more  Words  than  I  have  Breath  to  utter, 
Alcn:{^o  knows  it  all——  O  where's  my  Carlos  ? 

Kjng.   Fly,   SancheA^^l   make   him  with    this  >Jews,   thy 
Friend. 

'Ah.  O  lead  nie,  lead  me,  to  his  Heart's  Relief. 

[_Exeunt\ 

Xim,  O  Heav'n  I  Alvare:{  wou'd  not  fure  deceive  me. 

KJng,    Proceed,  Alon^Oj  and  impart  the  Whole, 
Whence  was  his  Death  fo  firmly  credited, 
And  his  Recovery  not  before  reveal'd  ? 

Alon.  My  Liege,  the  great  Effufion  of  his  Blood 
|i^d  fuch  Effect  on  his  deferred  Spirits, 

Jim 
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That  I,  who  faw  him,  judg'd  hiai  quite  expir'd: 
But  when  the  Abbot,  at  whofe  Houfe  he  lay, 
With  friendly  Sorrow  waflit  his  hopelefs  Wound, 
His  heaving  Breaft  difcover'd  Life's  Return ; 
When  calling  ftrait  for  Help,  on  ftri(5ler  Search, 
His  Wound  was  found  without  a  mortal  Symptom  r 
And  when  his  Senfes  had  refum'd  their  Fundion, 
His  firft  Words  fpoke  his  generous  Heart's  Concern 
For  Carlos,  and  Xhnena  ;  when  being  told 
How  far  her  filial  Vengeance  had  purfu'd  him: 
Is't  poflible,  hecry'd?  Oh  Heavn!  then  wept. 
And  beg'd  his  Life  might  be  one  Day  conceai'd. 
That  fuch  exalted  Merit  of  her  Duty 
Might  raife  her  Vertue  worthy  of  his  Love : 
But,  Sir,  to  tell  you  how  Alvnre^  met  him, 
What  generous  Reconcilements  pafs'd  between  them^ 
Wou'd  ask  more  Time,  than  publick  Joy  cou*d  fpare^ 
Let  it  fuffice,  the  Moment  he  had  heard 
Ximena  had  appeal'd  brave  Carlos  to  the  Lifts, 
We  flew  with  Terror  ro  proclaim  him  Living-— 
But,  Sir,  fo  foon  the  Combat  follow'd  your 
Decree,  that  breathlefs  we  arrived  too  late. 
And  had  not  his  Phyficians,  Sir,  prefcrib'd 
His  Wound  Repofe,  himfelf  had  ventured  forth 
To  throw  his  Errors  at  your  Feet  for  Pardon. 

KJng.  Not  only  Pardon,  but  our  Love  fliall  greet  h;m. 
Brave  Carlos,  fhall  himfelf  be  Envoy  of 
Our  Charge,  and  gratulate  his  bleft  Recovery  : 
Has  he  your  Leave,  Ximena,  now  t*  approach  you? 

Xim.  My  Senfes  ftagger  with  tumultuous  Joy, 
My  Spirits  hurry  to  my  Heart's  Surprize, 
And  fmking  Nature  faints  beneath  the  Tranfporr. 

\_^Enter  Alvarez,  San- 
chez, and  Carlos. 

KJng.  Look  up,  Ximena,  and  compleat  thy  Joy. 

Xim,  My  Carlos !  oh .'  7 

Car.  Ximena!  O  my  Heart  1  S  [Embracing, 

Alv.  O  Carlos  I   O  Ximena,  yet  fupprefs 
Thefe  Tranfports  till  kind  Gorma:(  Hand  confirms  them: 
Firft  pay  your  Duty  there,  hafte  lo  his  Feet, 
Aad  let  his  Sand:ion  confecrate  your  Love. 

Kjng.  Lofe  not  a  Moment  from  his  Sight  I  O  fly  ! 
Teil  him  his  King  congratulates  his  Health, 

And 
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And  will  with  Loads  of  Honour  crown  his  Vertues, 

Nor  in  his  Orifons  let  his  Heart  forget 

5'he  Hand  of  Heav'n,  whofe  providential  Care; 

■  Has  order  d  All  the  Innocent  to  fave, 
To  right  the  Injur  d,  and  reward  the  Brave: 
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